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GENTLEMEN, 


bm have the firſt flight of him 1 aſſure you , this May- 
or of Quinborough whom you have all hiard of, aud 
fome of you beheld upon the Stage, 1wv begins td walk abroad 
in Print ; he has been known [ufficiyntly by tht reputation of 
hs Wit, which is enough (by the way) to diſtinowiſh him from 
ordinary Mayors z; but Wit you know, has skulk'4 in Corners 
for many years pait, and he was thought #8 have moſt of it 
that could beſt hide himſelf : Now whuther this Magiſtrate 
fear'd the decimating rimes,or kept * the ft ate of other May- 
ors, that are bound not to go out of their Liberties during the 
time of their Mayoralty, I know not; tis emongh for me to 
put him into your hands, under the title of an honeſt man, 
which will appear plainly to you, becanſe you ſhall find him all 
along to have agreat picque to th: Rebel Oltvwery 1 am told 
his arollery yields to none the Engliſh Dranveane 45d ever pro- 
duce; and though 1 would net put his modeſty t0 the bluſh , by 
ſpeaking too much in bis Commendation , yes I know you will 
agree with me, upon your better acquaintanre with him, that 
there is ſome difference in point of Wit, batwixt the Mayor 
of Quinborough, 44 the Mayor of Huntingdon. 
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Drammatis Perſonz. 


Conſt ant ills, 
Aurelins Ambroſe. 
Uther Pendragon. 
Vortiger, 
Hengiſt. 
Hor (us. 
Devonſh fret 
Stafford. Britiſh Lords, 
Gentlemen. 
$9m0n, 
Oliver. 
Taylonr, 
Barber. 
Aminadab. 
Footmen. 
Souldlers, 
Cheaters, 
CaſsiX 8: 

. Roxena. 
Ladies, 
Raynulph Monck of cheſter; 
Germans. 
Lupus . 4 Moncks., 
Graſicrs, 
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ACT. i. SCENA 


Enter Raynulph: 


Ra). . Hat Ray»ulph Monck of Cheſter can 

Raiſe from his Polycranicon | 
/ V That raiſeth himas works do men 

To ſee long parred lighr agen, 

Thar belt may pleaſe this cound fair ring 

Wirh ſparkling Diamonds circled in, 

I ſhall produce : If all my powers 

Can vin the grace of two poor hours, 

Well apaidI gotoreſt ; 

Ancient tories haye been beſt, 

Fafhions that are nov call*d new 

Have been worn by more then you ; 

Elder times have us*d the ſame, 

Though theſe new ones get the name : 

So in fiory What now told 

That takes not part with days of old? 

Then to approve times mutnal glory 

Joyn new times love to old times tory. Ex, 


Shouts within ; Then Enter Vortiger, 


Yor, Will that wide throated Beaſt, the mulcicud:, 
Nevet leave bellowing ? Courtiers are ill 
Adviſed when they firlt make ſuch Monſters, 
How neer was I to a Scepter and a Crown ? 
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6 ' The Mayor of Quinborough. 
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Fair Power was even upon me, my defires - 5a * : 
Were caſting glory, till this forked Rabble oh 
With their inteious Acclamations 
Poyſon'd my Fortunes for Conſtantines ſons. 

Well, chough I riſe not King, I'le ſeek the means 

To grow as neer to one as policy can, EE 
And choak their expeQtations. Now, good Lords, Enter De- 
In whoſe kind loves and wiſhes I am builr vOn.and 
As high as humane dignity can aſpire, Stafford: 
Are yet thofe Truncks that hay2 no other ſouls 

But noiſe and ignorance, ſomerhing more quiet ? 

Devon. Nor are they like to be for ought we gather, 
Their wills are up fill ; nothing can appeaſe them, 
Good ſpeeches are but caſt away upon them. 
Yor. Then, ſince neceflity and fate withſtznd me, 
Ple ftrive to enter at a Aralghtes paſſage ; 
Your ſudden aid and counſels, good my Lords. 
Staff. They are ours no longer then they do you ſervice. 


Enter Conſtantius (as a 2ſonck., attended by ether Moncks ) 
Vortiger ſtays him. 


Vor. Veſſels of ſanity, be pleas*d a while 
To give attention to the general peace, 
Where'n Heaven is ſery*d too, though not ſo purely; 
Conſtantin, eldeſt ſon of ( onſtamtine, | 
We her< ſeize on thee for the general good, 
Andain thy right of Birth, - 
Con. On me ! for what Lords? 
Yor. The Kingdoms Government. 
( 0. Oh powers of Blefledneſs / 
' Keep me from growing. downwards into. earth agaim 
I hope I am furcier on my way then ſo ; ſer forwards. 
Yor. You muſt nor. | 
Con. How ! 
Yor. 1 know your wiſdom 
Wil light upon a way to pardot us: 
When you ſhall read in every Britains brow _ 
| C 


* i | The Mayor of Quinborough. '7 
 W- -- -. The urg'd neceſſity of the times. | 
_ | Con. What neceſſity canthere be in the world 
£1 Bur prayer and repentance 2 and that buſineſs 
I am about now. 
Vor, Hark afar off till, 
We loſe and hazard much ; holy Gerwarwe, 
And Reverend L»pas, with all expedition . 
Set the Crown on him. 
Con. No ſuch mark of Fortune. 
Comes neer my head. 
Yor. My Lord, we are forc'd to rule you, 
Con. Dare you receive Heavens light in at your Eye-lids: 
And offer violence to Religion ? 
'Take heed, the very Beam let in to comfort you 
May b2 the fire to burn you ; On theſe knees, 
Hardned with zealous Prayers, I entreat you 
Bring not my cates into the world again, 
Think wich how much unwillingneſs and anguiſh 
A glorified Soul parted from the Body 
Would to that loathſome Gaol again return, 
With ſuch great pain a well ſubdued affeRion 
 Re-enters wordly buſineſs» 
Vor; Good my Lord,. 
I know you cannor lodge ſo many Vertues, 
Bur Parience muſt be one. As low as earth 
We beg the freeneſs of your own conſent 
Which elſe muſt be confirain'd; and time it were 
Either agreed or forc'd. Speak goodmy Lord, 
For you bind up more fins 1n this delay 
Then thonſand Prayers can abſolve again. | 
Con, Were'c but my death, you ſhould nor kneel ſo long for'e, 
Yor. *Twill be the death of Millions if you riſe not, 
And that betimes too : Lend your help my Lords, 
For fear all come too late, © | 
Con, This is a:Cruelty 
That peaceful man.did never ſuffer yer 
To make me dye again, that once was dead, . 
And begin allthat ended long before, . - 


vols 


We The Mayor'of Quinborough. 
Hold Lap and German, you arc lights | 
Of Holineſs and Religion, can you offer -— 
The thing that is not lawful ? ttand not I 
Clear from all cemporal charge by my profeſſion ? 
Ger, Not when a time ſo violent calls upon you, 
Who is born a Prince, 1s born a general peace, 
Not his own only ; Heaven will look for tim 
In others aRions, and will require him there. 
Whar is in you religious mult be ſhown 
In ſaving many more Souls then your own. 
Con, Did not great Conſtamine, our Noble Father, 
Deem me unfit for Goyernment and Rule, 
And therefore prais'd me into this profeſſion ? 
Which I have held fri&; and love ir above glory. 
Nor is there want of me, your ſelves can witneſs 
Heaven hath provided largely for your peace, a 
And ble(s'd you With the-lives of my two Brothers, 
Fix your obedience there, leave-me a Servant. 
* eAll. Long liv: (onftanins, Son of ( onſtamtine, 
King of Great Brita. 
Con, I do feel a want 
And extream poverty of Joy within ; 
i The peace I had is parted *mongR rude men, 
Ih il To keep them quiet I have loft'ir all. | 
' | _ Whar can the Kingdom gain by my undoing ? 
| Thar riches is not beſt, chough it be mighty, 
That's purchas'd by the ruine of another ; 
| Nor can the peace ſq filch*d ever thrive with them : 
| Andif'c he wotthily held Sacriledge | 
j: | To rob a Temple, *cis no leſs offence 1 
Il To raviſh meditations from the Soul 7 
| ; (The conſecrated Alcar in aman: ) i 
And all their hopes will be beguil'd in me, - 
I know no more the way to remporal Rule 
| Then he that's born and has his years come to him 
I I In a rough deſart ; well may the weight kill me, 
And that's th: faireſt good I look for from ir. | 
For, Not (©, great King, here oops a faichful ſervanc 


Would 


Would ſooner perifluunder it with cheerfulneſs - 
Then your m2ek Sout ſhould feel oppreflion - 
Of ruder cares; ſuch common coatſe employments 
Caſt upon me your ſervant, upon Fort:ger ; 
I ſee you are not made for noiſe and pains, 
Clamours of Suitors, Injuries and Redrefes, 
Millions of Actions, tifing with the Sun, 
Like Laws ill ending and yet never done, 
Of poiver to turn 2 great man to the ſtace 
Of his marble Monument : with oyer-watching, 
To be oppre(s*d is not requir'd of you, my Lord, 
Bur only to be King :. the broken {l:eps 7 
Ler me take from you, Sir ; the toyls and troubles, 
All that is burthenous in Authority 
Pleaſe you lay ir on me, and what is glorious 
Receive it co-your own brightneſs. 

Con: Worthy Yortiger, . þ7:45 
If *rwere not fin to grieve anothers patience 
With what we cannot tolerate our (elf, 
How happy were I in thee and thy love ? 


| There's nothing makes man feel his miſeries 


But knowledge only ; reaſon, thar is plac'd 
For mans direRor is his chief. afflior z | | 
For though I cannot bear che weight my ſelf, 
I cannot have that barrenneſs of remorie 
To ſee another groan under my burthen. 

Yor. Iam quite blown up a conſcionable way, 
There's even a trick of murthering in ſome pity ; 
The death of all my hopes I ſee already : 


There was no other likelihood, for Religion 


Was never friend of mine yer. | 
Con. Holy Partners in irifteſ abſtinence 
Cruel rtecelbity hath forc'd me from you, 
We part, I fear for ever, but in min 
I will be always here, here 1:t me Gay. 
Devos.. My Lord you know the times, . 


, Con, Farewel blett Souls, I fear I ſhall offend, Ex. all 
He thatdraiws, tears from-you Fake) your beſt frend. &#u Vor? 
; ; Vor. 


fo The Mayor of "Quinborough. 
Yer. Can the great motion of Ambirion ftand 

Like wheels falſe wrought by an unskilful hand ? 

Then time Rand thou too,lert no hopes arrive 

At their ſweer wiſhfulneſs, titl mine ſet forwards : 

Would I could ſtay the exiſtence, asI can 

Thy glaſſi: counterfeit.in hours of ſand, 

Yd keep thee turn'd down tilt my wiſhes roſe, 

Then wee'ld both riſe together. Þ 

What ſeveral Inclinations'are in nature ? 

How much is he difquieted, and wears Royalt 

Diſdainfully upon him, like a Curſe, W 

Calls a fair Crown the weight of his aflitions |! 

When herc's a Soul would fink undet the burrhen: 

Yet well recovered, I will uſe all means 

To yex authority from him, and in all 

Study what moſt may diſcontent his blond, 

Making my Maſque my Zeal to the publick good. | 

Not poſlible a richer policy E295 203-415. 

Can have conception in the thought of man. Enter two 
1 Gra, An honourable life encloſe your Lordſhip. Grefiers. 
Vor. Now, what are you ? SIE _ 

2 Gra, Grafiers if't fike your Lordſhip. : - 
Yor. So ut ſhould ſeem by your Encloſures '; -© 

Whar's your affair with me ? $51 
I Gra, We are your Petitioners, 

My Lord. 

Vor. For what ? depatr, Peritioners to me ! © 


' . 


You have well deſeryed my grace did fayour;have you nor a Ruter | 


After your own Ele&ion ?Hhye you to Cour, 
Ger neer and cloſe, be loud and bold enough, 


You cannot chuſe hut ſpeed. Exit, 
- 2 Gra. If that will do&e :  ©*- + CITING . 
We have throats wide enough, wee'l pit them to*c,' - Exon: 


Dumb ſhow. Fortune diſcovered, in her hand around Ball full 
"| of Lots; thenenters Hengift and Horſus, with 
others ; they draw Lots, and having opened them, 
all depart, ſave Hetwgilt and Hors," ts” 
hy. AN 
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"The Mayor of Quinborough. I 
and embrace ; then enter Roxena, ny to take 

; leave of Hengilt in great paſſion, but more eſpect- 
ally and warily of Horſus, her Lover ; ſhe departs 
one wa), Hengilt aud Horſus another, 


Enter Raywnlph: 


Ray. When Germany Was over-grown 
With Sons of peace too thickly ſown, 
Several guides were choſen then 
By deſtin'd Lots to lead out men, 
And they whom Fortune here wirhſtands 
Mult prove their Fates in other Lands. 
On theſe two Caprains fell che Lot ; 
Bur that which muſt not be forgor, 
Was Roxexa's cunning grief, 
Who from her Father like a thief, 
Hid her belt and trueſt tears 
Which her luftfal Loyer wears, 
In many a ſtoln and wary kiſs 
Unſeen of Farher : Maids do this 
Yer highly ſcorn to be call'd Strumpets too, 
Bur whart they lack of'c I'le be judg*d by you. Exit. 


Enter Vortiger, Felrmanger, Button-maker, Grafier, P:titioners, 


Vor. This way his Majeſty comes. 
All, Thank your good Lordſhip: 

\ Yor. When you hear yon door open. 
All, Very good my Lord. 
Yor. Bz teady with your ſeveral ſuits, put forward. 
Gr-ſ. That's a thing every man does naturally, Sir, 

That is a Suitor, and dothtmean to ſpeed. 
Vor, *Tis well you are ſo deep learn'd, take no denials, 
All. No-my good Lord: | 
Vor, Not any,if you loye 

The proſperity of your Suits ; you marre all utterly 

And overthrow your fruitful hopes for ever, I 

B 2 


—_ 


'tF 
1H 
+3 
ih 
* 
'1E 
; 
Iti't 
iN 
ll; 
| ' 
1138) 
+} & 
i1 | 
1190 
: 
' 
T 
+7 Babit 
\ EW: 
, 
' 


OS IE ISAS Ps 2.4. > 


% 


- 12 The Mayor of Quinborough. 


If either-fifth or ſixth, nay.centh-repulſe _- 
Faften upon your baſhfulneſs. | oy 
All. Say you (o, my Lord ? 
We can be troubleſome if we lift, 
Yor, 1 know it, 
'Ifelr it but too lite in the general ſumme 
Of your ranck Brother-hood, which now I thank you for, 
While this vexation is in play, Vle dy 
For a ſecond, then a third co that, one (till 
To vex anctier, that be ſhall be glad : 
To yield up power, if not, it ſhall be had. Exit. 
But. Hark, I prot:ſt my heart-was coming upWatrds, 
I thought the door had o0pcned. 
Graſ. Marty would it had Sir. 
But, 1 have ſuch a treacherous heart of my own, *cwill throbb 
At the very fall of a Farthingale, 
Graſ. Notif it fall on the ruſhes, preſently :) 
But. Yes truly if there bz no.light in the room I all chrobo 
The firſt time it rook me ny wife was in the company, 


. I remember the room was not half ſo light as this, 


But I'le he ſworn I was a whole hour in finding her. 
Graf. Bzrlady y*had a long time of throbbing of it then. 
Bat. Still I felt men, but I'cou'd feel no women, 
I thought they had been' all ſrnk, I have made a Voy for'c, 
Ile never have meeting while I live by Candle-light again. 
: Graf. Yes, Sir,in Lanthorns. | 
Bat. Yes, Sir, in Lanthorns, 
But I.e never truſt candle naked again. 
Graſ. Hark, hark, ſtand cloſe, it opens now indeed, Exter 
But, Oh Majelty, what art thou ! Vid give any man Con(tan- 
Half my Suit to deliver my petition ; Ic is in the behalf tius a»d 
Of Button-makers, and ſo ut ſeems by my fl:ſh, two Gentle- 
Con. Pray do not follow me, unleſs you do ir Men, 
To wonder at my garments, there's no cauſe 
I give you why you ſhould, *us ſhame enough 
Methinks to look upon my ſelf ; 
It grieyes me that more ſhould, the other weeds 
Became me better, but the Lords are pleas'd 
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The Mayor of Quinborough. - 13 
To force me to wear theſe, I would not elſe : | 
I pray be ſatisfied, I call'd you not. 


. Wonder of madneſs, can you ſtand ſoidle 


And know that you mult dye ! 
1 Gent. We are all commanded, Sir, 
Bſides it 1s our Cut12s to your grace 
To give attendance. | 
Con. What a wild thing is this ? 
No marvel though you cremble at deaths name 
When you'l nor ſee the cauſe why you ate fools: 
For Charities ſake deſift here I pray you, 
Make not my preſence guilty of your ſloth, 
Withdraw, young men, yy find you honeſt buſineſs. 
2 Gent. What hopes have we to tiſe by following him ? 
Ile give him over ſhorcly, 
1 Gent. He's too nice, 
Too holy for young Gentlemen to folloyy 
That hay2 good fac.s, and ſiveet running fortunes, 
Con. Eight hours a day in ſerious contemplation | 
Is but a bare allowance, no higher food 
To the Soul then bread and water to the body, 
And that's bur needful,;then more would do better. 
But, Let us all kneel together, *cyill move pity, 
I have been at the begging of a hundred Suits, 
Con. How happy am I in the ſight of you ? 
Here are religious ſouls that loſe not time, 
With what deyotion do they point at H -aven, 
And ſeem to check me, that am too remiſs ! 
I bring my zeal among you, holy men, 
IfI ſee any kneel, and I fir out, 
That hour is not well ſpent ; methinks, ſri ſouls, 
You have been of ſome Order in your times ? 
Graſ. Grafiers and Braziers ſome, and this a Fele-maker, 
But. Here's his Petition and mine, if it like your Grace. 
Graſ. Look upon mine, I am the longeſt Suitor, 
I was undone leven years ago. 
Con, You haye mockt my good hopes, call you theſe Peticions > 
Why there's no form of Prayer among them all, 
| But, Yes. 


+ The Mayor of Quinborough. 


But. Yes in the bottom there's half a line prays fot your Ma- 
If you look on mine, | jeſty,} 
( 9. Make your requeſts to Heaven, not to me, 
But. *Las mine*s a ſupplication for braſs buttons, Sir. 
Felt. Theres a great enormity in wool, 
I beſeech your Grace conſider it. 
Gra. Paſtures riſe 2*an acre, what will this world come co ? 
But. I do beſeech your Grace. 
Gra, Good your Grace. 
Coz. Oh this is one of my afflitions 
That with the Croyn enclos'd me, I muſt bear ir, 
Gra. Your Graces anſwer to my ſupplication. 
But. Mine my Lord, 
(on. No violent ſtorm laſts ever, that's the comfort of ir, 
Felt. Your Highneſs anſwer. 
Gra. We are almoſt all undone, the Country begger'd. 
But. See, ſec, he points at Hzaven, as who ſhould ſay 
There's enough there ; but *ris a great way thither, 
There's no good to be done, I ſee that already, 
We may all ſpend our mouths like a company of Hounds 
In chaſe of a Royal Deer, and then go home 
And fall to cold mutton hones, when we have done. 
Gra._My wife wiil hang me, that's my curriſh deſtiny. Exe. 
Con. Thanks Heaven, cis over now,we ſhould neyer know right- 


The ſweerneſs of a calm, but for a ſtorm. ly) 
Here*s a wiſh*d hour for contemplation nov, 
Als (till and filent, here is a true Kingdom. Enter Voruger. 


Vor. My Lord. 
Con, Again ? 
Vor. Alas this is but early 
And gentle to the troups of buſineſſes 
Thar flack about Authority : You muſt forthwith 
Settle your mind to marry. 
C 6n. How, to marty ? 
Yor. And ſuddenly, there's no pauſe to be given, 
The peoples wills are violent, and coyerous 
Of a ſucceſſion from your Loyns, 
Con, F;om me there can come none, a profeſs'd abſtinence 
Hath 
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The Mayor of Quinborough. 15 
Hath ſet a Virgin Seal upon my bloud, 
And alter'd all che Courſe ; the heat1 have 
Is all enclos'd within a zeal to vertue, 
And that's not fit for earchly propagation ; 
Alas, I ſball bur forfeic all their hopes, 
ine a man made without defires, tell them. 
Yor. I prov'd them with ſuch words, but all were fruitleſs, 
A Vi;ginof the higheſt Subje&s bloud 
Thzy have pickt out for your embrace, and ſend her 
Ble(t with their general wiſhes into fruifulneſs, Enter 
Lo, where ſhe comes, my Lord, Caſtiza. 
Con, I never felt -- : 
Tl unhappy hand of nulery cill chis touch ; 


A patience I could find for all bnt this, 


Caſt. My Lord, your yow'd love yentures me but dangeroufly. 
. Yor. 'Tis but to (irengthen a vexation policuque. 
Caſt. That's an unchatitable praRice, cruſt me Sire . 
Ver. No more of that. | 
C aſt. Bur ſay he ſhould affe& me, Sir, - 
How ſhould I (cape him then ? I baye but one faith, my Lord, 
And that you have already,our late contra& is a divine witneſs to'r. 
Yor, 1 am not void of ſhifting rooms and helps ; 
For all projeRs chat I commit with you. Ext, 
Caft. This is an ungodly way to come to honour, 
I do not like it, I love Lord Portzger, 
Bur not theſe pra@ices, thiare too uncharitable. 
Con. Are youa Virgin? 
Caſt. Never yet, my Lord, 
Known to the will of man. 
Con. Oh bleſſed Creature ! 
And does too much felicity mak2 you ſurfeit ? 
Are you in ſoul aflw*d there is a ſtate 
Prepai*d fot you, for you, a glorious one, 
In midſt of Heaven, now in the tate you ſtandin ; 
And had you rather, afrer much known miſery, 
Cares and hard labours, mingled with a,curſe, 
Throng bur to the door, and hardly ger a place there ? 
Think, hath the world a folly like this madneſs ? - RD: 
eep 
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16 The Mayor of Quinborough, 


Keep till that holy and immaculate fire, | 

You chaſt lump of eternity, *cis a treaſure + | 

Too precious for deaths moment to partake, 

This twinckling of ſhort life ; diſdain as much | 

To let mortality know yo, as tarsto kiſs the pryements, y'nave a 

As excellent as theirs, holding your pureneſs, ſubltance) 

They look upon corruption, as you do, - E's 

Bur are ſtars (Il, be youa Virgin too, / | 
Caſt. Tle never marry, What though my truth be engag'd F 

To Portrger ? forſaking all the would 

I fave it well, and do my faith no wrong. 

Y' have mightily prevail?d, great yertuous Sir, 

I am boundeternally co praiſe your goodneſs, 

My thoughts henceforth ſhall be as pure from man 


As ever made a Virgins name immorral. p 
Con. I will do that for joy I neyer did As he kiſſes ber, ( 
Nor ever will again, Exter Vortiger and ; 


Gent. My Lord, he's taken. Gentlemen, 
Yor. I am ſorry for*c, I like not that ſo well, | 
Thiare ſomething too familiar for their time methinks, | 
This way of kiſſing is no way to vex him; : 
Why I, chat, have a weaker faith and patience, - | 


Could endure more then thar, coming from a womin. ; 
Diſpatch, and _ his anſiver ſpeedily, | Exit, ? 
| Gent. My Lord, my gracious Lord, 7 
Con. Beſhrew thy heart. bi 


Gent, They all attend your Grace. 
Cox, I would not have them, 4-7 - 
"Twould pl:aſe me better if rhey*ld all depart 

And leave me to my ſelf, or put me out 

And take it to themſelves. 

Gent. The Noon is paſt, 

Meat's on the table: 

Con, Meat ! away, get from me, 

Tny memory is diſeas*d, what Saints Eeve's this ? 
Gen. Saint eAgatha's I take it. bi 
Con, Isit ſo? | | I 

1 am not wetthy to be ſery'd before her, | Y {| 
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The Mayor of Quinborough. 17 
And ſoreturn I pray. 
Gent, Hell Rary: the Guard 
If this bz ſuffer*d ; If we ſer Court bellies 
- By a Monaltery Clock, he that breaks a fellows pate now : 
Will not be able ro crack a louſe within this twelve months, Exe. 
Con. 'Tis ſure forgetfulneſs and nor mans will 
That leads him forth into licentious ways 3 
He cannot certainly commir ſuch errours, 
| And think upon them truly as they are ang. : 
: Why's abſtinence ordain'd, but for ſuch ſeaſons ? Enter Vortiger, 
; Vor. My Lord, y*have pleas'd to pur us to much pains, * 
But we confeſs *cis portion of our duty : 
Will yonr Grace pleaſe to walk ? dinner tays for you, | 


Rn = > Snag 
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g C 9n. I have anſwer'd that already. | 
þ Yor. But, my Lord, —_ | 
q We mult ot ſo yield to you, pardon me, 

; *Tis for the general 200d, you mult be rul'd, Sir, 

L Your health and life is dearer to us now, 


F Think where you are, at Court, this is no Monaſtery. 
Con, Bur Sir, my Conſcience keeps (till where it Was, 
I may not eat this day. 
Vor. We have ſworn you ſhall, 
; And plentifully coo, we mult preſerye you, Sir, 
t Though you be wilful ; *cis no ſlight condition 
To be a King. 
Con, Would I wereleſs then man. 
Yor. Will you make the people riſe, my Lord, 
In great deſpair of your continuance, 
! If younegleR che means that mult ſuſtain you. 
Z ( on. 1 never eat on Eeves. 
Yor, Buc now you muſt, t 
It concerns others healths that you take food, 
I haye chang'd your life, y ou well may change your mood. 
Con, Thus is beyond all cruelty. 
Yor; "Tis our care my Lord. Exennt? 
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ACT. 2. SCENAr 


Enter Vortiger and Caſtiza, 


Caſts Y Lord, I am reſoly'd, tempt me no farther, 
'Tis all ro fruitleſs purpoſe. 
Yor. Arey 01 well ? | 
Caſt: Never ſo perfe& in the truth of health 
As at this inſtant. | 
Yor. Then I doubt my own, 
Or that I am not waking. 
Caſt. Would you were then, 
Your'd praiſe my reſolution. 
Vor, This is wondrous, 
Are you not mine by contra® ? 
Caſt. *Tis moſt true, my Lord, 
And I am better bleRin't then I looke for, 
In that I am confin'd in faith ſo Rrictly ; 
] am bound my Lord, co marry none bur you, 
You'l grant me that; and you Ple never marry, 
Yor, It draws me into violence and hazard, 
I ſaw you kiſs the King. 
\Caſt. I grant you ſo Sir, 
Where could I rake my leave of the world bercer ? 
I wrong*d not you in that, you will acknowledge 
A King is the beſt parc of it. 
Yor. Oh my paſſion ! 
Caſt. I ſee you ſomething yielding to Inficmity ; Sir, 
I take my leave. | 
Yor. Why,'tis not poſſible! 
Caft. The fault is 1n your faith, time I were gone 
To ge it better ſtrengthening: 
Vor. Hark you, Lady. 
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Caſt. Send your intent to the next Monaſtery, 

There you ſhall find my anſwer ever after, 

Ando with my laſt duty to your Lordſhip, 

For whoſe proſperity I will pray as hearaly | 

As for my own. ; Ext. | 
Yor. How am I ſ:rv'd in this ? I offer a yexation to the King, 

He ſ-nds it home into my b!oud with vantage. 

I'le put off time no longer, I have brought him 

Into molt mens negle&s, calling his zeal 

A deep pride hallowed over, loye of caſe 

More then devotion, or the publick benefic ; 

Which catcheth many mens beliefs. I am (ironger too 

In peoples wiſhes, their affetions point ar me. 

L loſe muchtime and glory, that redeem'd, 

She that now flyes returns wich joy and wonder, 

Greatneſs and womans Wiſh ne're keep aſunder. Exu, 


Dumb ſhow, Enter two Villains, to them V ortiger, who ſeems to 
follicite them with gold, then ſwears them,aud Ex- 
ir: Enter Conſtantius meditating , they rudely 
ſtrike down his Bock, draw their Swords, he kneels 
and ſpreads his ar ms,they kill him, harry hims off. 
Emer Vortiger, Devonſhire a: Stafford in Con- 
ference, to them the Villains preſenting the head, 
he ſeems ſorrowful, and in rage ſtabbs them both. 
Then they crows Vortiger, and fetch in Caſtiza, 
whe comes wunwulingly , he hales her, aud they 
crown her. Aurelius and Uther Brcthers of Con- 
ſtancius, ſeeing him crowned, draw and fig. 


Enter Raynwulph. 


Ray. When nothing could preyail to tire 
The 200d Kings patience, they did hire 
Two wicked Rogues to take'hus life, 

In whom a while there fell a rife 


'Of pity and fury, but the gold 


Made pity faint, and fury bald : 
C 2 Wo Then 
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Then to Yortiger they bring : 
The head of that religious King, p 
Who feigning grief, to clear his guile, 
Makes the {langhterers bloud be ſpilr. 
Thencrown they him, and force the Maid, 
That vow'da Virgin-life, to wed. 

Such a (irength great power extends, 

It conquers Fathers, Kindred, Friends. 
And fince Fates pleas'd to change her lifz 
She proves as holy in a Wife. 

More totell, were to betray | 
What deeds in their own tongues mult ſay ; 
One!'y this, the good King dead 

The Brothers poor in ſafery fled. Exu, 


Enter Vortiger (Crowned) a Gentleman meeting him, 


Gent, My Lotd. 

Por. I fear thy News will fetch a Cutſe, 
It comes with ſuch a violence, 

Geut, The people are up 
In Armes again(t you. 

Vor. Oh this dream of glory ! 
Sweer power, before I can have time to taſte thee 
Mult I for ever loſe thee 2whar's the Impoſtume 
That ſwells them now ? | 

Gent, The Murcher of Conſtantine, 

Yor. Ulcers of Realms ! they hated him alive, 
Grey weary of the minute of his Reign, 
Call'd him an evil of cheir own eleing, 
Andis their ignorant zeal ſo tery now 
When all their thanks are cold ? the mutable nearts 
That move in their falſe breaſts ! provide me ſafety, 


Hark, I hear ruine threaten me with a yoice Emter a ſecond 


Thar imitates chunder. Gentleman, 
24 Geat,, Where's the King ? 
Vor, Who takes him ? ; ; 
2' Gent. Send peace to all your Royal thoughts, my Lord, 
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A Fleet of valiant Saxons newly landed 

Offer the truth of all their Service to you. 
Yor. Saxons | my wiſhes, let them have fre2 entrance, 

And plenteous welcomes from all hearts that loye us ; 

They never could come happier, Enter Heng:ſt, Horſus, 
Heng. Health, power, and victory to Vortiger, Souldiers, 
Yor, There can be no more pleaſure to a King 

If all the Languages earth ſpake were ranſackt. 

Your names I know not, but ſo much good fortune 

And watranted worth ligitens your fair aſpects, 

I cannot but in arms of loye enfold you. 

Heng. The Miſtreſs of our births hope, fruitful Germany, 

Calls me Hengiſts, and this Captain Horſws, 


' A man lov buulr, but yet in deeds of Arms 


Flame is not ſwifcer : we are all, my Lord, 
The Sons of Forrune, ſhe has ſent us forth 
To thrive by the red ſweat of our own merits: | 
And ſince after the rage of many a tempeſt 
Our Fares haye caſt us upon Britains bounds, 
We offer you the firſt fruits of our wounds, 
Vor. Which we ſhall dearly prize, th: mean'ſ bloud ſpent 
Shall at wealths fountain make its own content: 
Heng. You double yigour in-us then, my Lord, 


Pay is thz foul of ſuch as thrive by th Sword. Exennt: 
Enter Voriger and Gentlemen, Alarm and 
Skhirmiſhes. 


1 Gent. My Lord, theſe Saxons bring a Fortune with them 
Stay any Roman ſucceſs. | 

Vor, On, ſpeak forwards, 
I will not take one minute from thy tydings. 

I Gent, The matn ſupporters of this InſurreRion 
They have taken Priſoners, and the ret ſo came 
They Roop to the leaſt grace thar. flows from mercy. 

Por. Never came poyer guided by better ſtars 
Then theſe mens fortitudes,yer tare miſ-belieyers, 
Which co my reaſon is wonderous; Enter Hengilt and Horſas 
Y*have given me ſuch a firkt taſte of your worth wth Pri wm: 

will . 
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*T will never from my loy2, when life is gonz 

The m=mory ſure will follow, my ſoul full 

Participating immortality With it, 

But here's the miſery of earths limired glory, 

There's not a way teyeal'd to any honour 

Above the ſame which your own merits give you. | 
Herg. Indeed,my Lord, we hold,when all's ſumm'd up, 

That can be made for worth tobe expreſs'd, | 

The fame that a man wins himſelf is ben, 

That he may call his own ; honours put co him 

Make him no more a man than his clothes do, 

And are as ſoon ta'ne off ; for in the warmth 

The heat comes from the body, nor the weeds ; 

So mans true fame muſt (irike from his own deeds. 

And ſince by this event which fortune ſpeaks us 

This Land appears the fair predeſtin'd ſoil 

Ordain'd for our good hap, we crave, my Lord, 


 Alitlz earth to thrive on, what you pleaſe, 


Where wee*l but keep a Nurſery of good ſpirits 
To fight for you and yours. : 
Yor. Sir, for our Treaſure 
'Tis open to your merits; as our loye ; 
But for y*are (trangers in Religion chiefly, 
(Which is the greateſt Alienation can be Enter Symon 
And breeds moſt faRions in the blouds of men) with a Hide. 
I mult not yield to that. 
Heng. Yprecious, my Lord, 
I ſee a pattern, be ir but ſo lictle 
As yon poor Hide will compaſs. 
Yor. How, the Hide ! 
Heng. Rather then nothing, Sir. 
Yor. Since y*are ſo reaſonable, 
Take ſo much in the betparc of our Kingdom, | 
Heng. We toank your Grace, Rivers from bubbling ſprings 
Have rite at firf?, and great from abje things, 
Stay yonder fellow, he came luckily, | 
And he ſhall fare well for, whar e're he be, 
Wee': thank our fortune in rewarding him. 


Horſua, 
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The Mayor of Quinborough. 23 
Horſws. Stay, fellow. 
Sym. How, fellow / *tis more then you know 
Wherher I be your fellow or no, I am ſure you ſee me nor. 
Heng. Come, what's th: price of your Hide ? 
$ym. Oh unceaſonable Villain ! 
He would buy the houſe oyer a mans head ; Fle be ſure now 
To make my bargain wiſely, they may buy me our of my skin elſe; 
Whoſe Hide would you buy, mine or the Beaſts ? 
There is little difference in their complexions, I think mine 
Is th2 blacker of the two; you ſhall ſee for your loye, and buy for 
A peſtilence on you all, how haye you deceiv'd me? (your money. 
You buy an Oxe hide ? you buy a Calves Gather : they are all 
Hungry Souldizrs, and I rook them for honeſt Shoomakers, 
Heng. Hold fellow, prichee hold ; right a fool wordling 
Thar kicks ar all good fortune, Whoſe man att thou ? 
Sym. I am a Servant, yet a maſterleſs man, Sir. 
Heng. Prithee how can that be ? 
Sym. Very nimbly, Sir, | 
My Maſter is dead, and now I ſerye my Miſtreſs, 
Ey go, I am a maſterleſs man, ſhe is now a widow, 
And I am the Foreman of her Tan-pir, | 
Heng. Hold you, andrthank your Fortune, not yout wir. 
Sym. Faith, and I thank your bounty and not your wiſdom, 
You are not troubled with wit neither greatly, it ſeems : 
Now by this light a neſt of Yellow Hammers ! | 
What will become of me? If I can keep all theſe wichout havging 
My ſelf, I am happier then a hundred of my Neighbours. 
You ſhall have my skin into the bargain, | 
Then if I chance to dye like a Dog 
The labour will be ſav'd of fleaine me ; 
Ile undertake, Sir, you ſhall hay 
All che skins in our Pariſh at this price, mens and womens. 
Heyg. Sirrah, give goodear to me ; now take the Hide 
Andcur it all into the flendtefſt thongs 
Thar can bear ſtrength to hold, | 
Sym, That were a jeſt y*faich, 
Spoil all the Leather ? fin and pity, 
Why *cwould ſhooe half your Army: ; 
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Heng. Do it I bid you. 

Sym. Whar, cur itall in thongs ? hum, 

This is like the vanity of your Roman Ga lants, that cannot wear 
Good Suits but they muſt have them cur and flaſhr in giggets, 
T hat the very crimſon Tiffaties fit bluſhing at their follies ; | 
I would 1 might perſwade you from this humour of cutting, | 
'Tis bur a ſwaggering condition and nothing profitable : what if ir 
Were bur well pinckt ? *tiyould laſt longer for a ſummer ſuit, 

Heng. What a croſs lump of ignorance have I lighted on ? 

I mult be forc'd ro beat my drifr into him ; 
Look you, to make you wiſer then your Parents, 
I have ſo much giound given me as this Hide will compaſs, 
Which, as it 1s, 15 nothing: 
Sym. Nothing quoth a, 
Why *cyill not keep a Hog. 
Heng. Now with the vantage 
Cur into ſeveral pieces *cwill ftiretch far 
And make a liberal Circuit. 
Sym. A ſhame on your crafty Hide 

Is this your cunning ? I haye learnt more knayery noyy 

Then ever I ſhall claw off while I live. 

Vie go purchaſe land by Cow-tails and undo the Pariſh, 

Three good Bulls pizzels would ſec up a/man for eyer, 

This is like a pin a day to ſet up a Haberdaſher of ſmall wares. 
Heng. Fhus men that mean co thrive, as we mult learn, 

Setin a foot ar firſt, 

Sym. A foor do you call it ? 

The Devil is in that foot that cakes up all chis Leather. 7 
Heyg. Diſpatch,and cur ir carefully with all the advantage, Sirra, 
Sym. You could never have lighted upon ſuch a fellow 

To ſerve your turn, Captain ; I have ſuch a trick of Rretching too, 

Ilearn'd it of a Tanners man that was hang'd 

Laſt S:flhons at Aaidſtone, - | 

Vie warrant you I'le get you a mile and a half 

More then y*are aware of. | 
Heng. Pray ſerve me ſo as oft as you will, Sir. 

Sym. Iam caſting about for 9 acres to make a garden plot, 
Our of one of the Buttocks. 5, oats RE 
A | Heng. 
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| The Mayor of Quinborough. 25 
Heng, *Twill be a good ſail for Noſe-gayes. | 
Sym. *Twill be a good ſoil for Cabbages to (tuff our the guts 
Of your Followers there? 
Heng. Go ſee it carefully perform'd, 
Ic is the firſt foundation of our fortunes 
On Britains earth, and ought to be embrac'd 
With areſpe& neer link'd to adoration, 
Mecuinks 1c ſounds to me a fair aſſurance 
Of large honours and hopes, does it not, Captain ? 
Horſ. How many have begun witli leſs at firſt 
Thar have had Emperours from their bodies ſprung, 


And left their Carcaſſes as much in monument 


As wouldere& a Colledge ? 
Heyg. There's the fruits 
Of their religious ſhew too, to lye rotting 
Under a million ſpent in gold and marble. 
Horſ. But where ſhall we make choice of our ground, Captain? 
Heng. About the fruitful flanks of ubzrous Kent, 
A fat andolive ſoil, there we came in ; 
Oh Captain, he has given he knows not what. 
Horſ. Long may he give ſo. 
Heng. 1teil thee, Sicrah, he that begg'd a field 
Of fourlcore Acres for a Gardeneplor, 
"Twas pretty well, but he came ſhort of this. 
Horſ. Send oyer for more Saxons. 
Heng. With all ſpeed, Captain, 
Horſ., Eſpecially for Roxena, 
Heng. Who, my Daughter ? 
Hor. That Star of Germazy,forget not her, Sir, 
Sh2 1s a fair fortunate Maid, 
Fai, ſh2 15,and fortunate may ſhe be, 
Bu: in Maid lolt for eyer, my deſire 
Has been the cloſe confuſion of that name. 
A treaſure *cis, able to make more Thieves 
Th-n Cabinets ſet open to entice, | 
Which learnthem theft that never knew the vice, 
Heng. Come, Vle diſpatch with ſpeed. | 
Horſ. Do, forget none, | 
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Heng. Matry pray help my memory. 
Horſ. Roxena you'remember ? 
Heyo. What more dear Sir ? 
Hor. 1 ſee your memory's clear, Sir. 
Hervg. Thole ſhouts leap'd from our Army. 
Horſ. They were too cheerful 
To yaice a bad event, 
Heng. Now, Sir, your News ? 
Gen, Rgxena the fair. 
Heng. Tru:, ſhe ſhall be ſent for. 
Gen, She's here, Sir. 
Heng. What ſay ? 
Gez, She*s come, Sir. | 
Horſ. A new youth begins me o'ce agen. 
Gen. Followed you cloſe, Sir, | 
With ſuch a zeal as daughter never equali*d, 
Expos'd her ſelf to all the mercileſs dangers 
Set in frankind or fortune, not regarding 
Ought bur your Gghc. 
Heng. Her love is-infinite to me. : 
Horſ. Moit charitably cenſur'd,*cis her cunning, 


. The loye of her own luſt, which makes a woman 


Gallop down hill as fearleſs as a Drunkard, 
There's no true Loadftone in the world but that, 
It draws them through all Rorms by Sea or ſhame, 
Life's loſs is thought too ſnuall topay that game: 


Gen: What follows more of her will you take iropgly, 


Heng, How ! = 

Gen, Nay 'tis worth your wonder. 
Her leart joy raviſh'd with your late ſucceſs 
Being rhe early morning of yout fortunes, 
So proſpero: {ly new opening at her coming, 
She takes a Cup of Gold, and midſt rhe Army, 
Teaching her knee a reverend cheerfulneſs, 
Which well became her, drank aliberal health _ 
To the Kings joys and yours, the King in preſence, 
Who with her ſight, but her behaviour chiefly, 
Or chief but one or both, I know nor which, 


Enter a Gentlemas, 
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Bur h.'s ſo fat *bove my expreſſion caught, 
*Twere art enough for one mans time and portion 
To ſpeak him and miſs nothing. 
Heng. This is aftoniſhing ! | 
Horſ. Oh this ends bitter now, our cloſe hid flame 
Will break out of my heart, I cannot keep. . 
Heng. Gave you attention, Captain ? how now man ? 
Horſ. A bad of grief about theſe times of the Moon full, 
I feel a pain like a Conyulfion, " i 
A Cramp at heart, I know not what name fits ic. Floriſh. 
Heng. Nor never ſeek one for it, letir go Enter Vornger, 
Wirhour a name, would all griefs were ſery'd ſo. Roxena, Oc. 
Horſ. A Love knot already, arm in arm ! 
Yor. Whar's he lays claim to her ? 
Heng. 1n right of Father-hood 
1 challenge an obedient pirc. 
Yor. Take it, and ſend back the reſt. 
Heng. What means your Grace ? | 
Wor. Yowle keep no more then whac 
Belongs to you ? | 
Heng. That's all, my Lord, it all b:longs to me, 
I keep the husbands Intereſt til. he come, 
Yer our of duty and reſpe& ro Yjeſty 
I ſend her back your Servant. 
Yor. My Miſtreſs, Sir, or nothing. | 
Heng. Come again, I never thought to hear ſo ll of thee. 
Vor. How, Sir, ſo ill 
Heng. So beyond dereſtabte, _ 
To be an honeſt Vaſlai is ſome Calling, 
Poor is the worſt of that, ſhame comes not to'c ; 
Bur Mittreſs that the only.common bait 
Fortune ſets at all hovrs, catching Whore withit, 
And plucks them up'by Cluſte:s: There's my ſword, my Lord, 
Andif your trong defires aim at my blond 
Which runs too purely ther2, anobler way 
Quench it in mine, : 
Yor, I ne're took {Word in vain, 
Heng:ft, we here create chee Earl of Kent, | 
D 2 Horſ. 


" a8 _ The Mayor-of Quinborough. 
_ Horſ. Oh that will doe'c, 
Yor. Whar ails our friend ? look to him. 
Rox. Oh *cis his Epilepſy, I know it well, 
I helpr him once in Germany, comes it aguin ? 
A Virgins right hand firoak'd upon his heart 
Gives him eaſe ſtraight, but ic muſt be a pure Virgin, 
Or elſe it brings no comfort. ' 

Vor. What a task SR 
Sh2 puts upon her ſelf, unurged purity ! 
Th2 truth of this will bring loves rage into me. | 

- Rox. Oh this would mad a woman, there's no proof 
In love to indiſcretion, - _ | Jn 

Horſ. Piſh, this cures.not, 

Rex. Doſt think Vie ever wrong thee ? 

Horſ. Oh moſt feelingly, | 
But Ple prevent it now and break thy neck 
With'thy own cunning ; thou naſt undertaken | $ 
To give me help, to bring in Royal credir ; 
Thy cracke Virginity, bur Pie ſpoil all, 

I will not ſtand on purpoſe, though I could, 
Bur fall Rill, ro diſgrace thee. 

Rox, What, you will not ? | 

Horſ. I have no other way to help my ſelf, 
For when tart known to be a whore impoſterous 
I ſhall bz ſure to keep thee. 

Rex. Oh, Sir, ſhame me not, 

Y'have had what 1s moſt precious, try my faith, 
Undo me not ar firſt in chaſt oprnion, —_ 

Horſ. All this art ſhall not make me feel my Legs. 

Rox. Iprithee do nor wilfully confound me ? 

Horſ. Well I am content for this time to recoyer 
To ſave thy credit, and bire in my pain ; | 
But if rhou ever failit m:, I will fall, 

And thou ſhalt never get me up again. 

Rox. Agreed *twixt you and 1, Sir, ſee, my Lord, 
A poor maids work, the man may paſs for health now, 
Among the cleareft blouds, and thoſe are niceſt: 3 

Por. 1 have hzard of wemen brought men on their knees, # 
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The Mayor of Quinborough. © 29 
But few that ere reftor'd them, how nov Captain ? RE 
Herſ. My Lord, methinks I could do things paſt man 
I'me ſo renew'4 in vigour, I long moſt h 
| Fer violent exerciſe to take me down, 
My joy's ſo high in bloud I'we aboys frailty, 
Yor, My Lord of Kent ? | 
Hevg. Your loves unworthy Creature, 
Yor. Seeſt thou this fair Chain ? think upon the means 
| To keep it link*d forever. —- 
; Heng. Oh my Lord, 
; "Tis many degrees ſundred from my hope, 
Beſides Your Grace has a young vercuous Queen, 
Yor. 1 fay think on 1t. | 
Horſ. 1f this wind hold I fall to my old diſeaſe: 
Yor. There's no faulr in thee but to come ſo late, 
All elſe is excellent, I chide none bur fate, | Exeunt, 
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ACT. 3. SCENA:z. 
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[ Exter Horſus avd Roxena. 


Rox. FT Hay2 no conceit now that you ever loy'd me, 
But as luſt led you for the time. 
Hor. See, ſee, 
Rex. Do you pine at my adyancement, Sir ? 
Hor. Oh barrenneſs | 
Of underſtanding ! what a right loye is this ?. 
*Tis you that fall, I that am reprehended ; 
What height of honours, eminence of fortune 
Should raviſh me from you ? 
Rox. Who can tell that, Sir ? 
2 Whar's he can judge of a mans appetite 
- Before he ſees him eat? who knows the Rirengrh of apy”s conſigty 


—t 


 3o The Mayor of Quinborough. 
+ Thatnever yet was tempted ? we can call 
Nothing our own, if they be deeds to cone, 
Th'are only ours, when they are paſs'd and done. 
How blelt are you above your apprehenſion, 
If your deſire would lend you ſo much patience 
T*cxamine the adventurous condition 
Of our affe&ions, which are full of hazard, 
And drawin the times goodneſs to defend us ! | 
Firſt, this bold courſe of ours cannot laſt long, | 
Nor ever does in any without ſhame, | 
And that, you know, brings danger ; and the greater | 
My Father isin bloud, as he is well riſen, ] 
The greater will the ſtorm of his rage be | | 
Againl(t his blouds wronging : I have caſt for this, 
*Tis not advancement that I love alone, | 
*Tis love of ſhelter, to keep ſhame unknown. ; 
Hor. Oh were I ſure of thee, as 'tis impoſſible ; 
There to be ever fure where there's no hold, : 
Your pregnant hopes ſhould not be long in rifing, | 
Rox. By what aflutance have you held me thus far 
W hich you found firm, deſpair you-nor in that. p 
Hor, True,that was good ſecurity for the time, b 
Bur in a change of ſtare, when y*are advanc'd | 


You women have a French toy in your pride, 
You make your friend come croucht”g ; or perhaps, 
To bow in th'hams the betrer, he is pur = 
To complement three hours with your chief woman, 
Then perhaps not admitred, no nor ever, 
Thar's the more noble faſhion : forgertfulneſs 
Is the moſt pleafipvg vertue they can have 
That do ſpring up trom nothing, for by the ſame 
Forgetring all they forger whence they came ; 
An excellent property of oblivion, | 

Rox. 1 pity all the fortunes of poor women 
In my own unhappineſs, when we have given 
All that we haye to men,what's our requital ? | 
An ll-fac'd jealouhe, that reſembles much. 
Themiltcultfulneſs of an inſatiate thief ” 7 

at 
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The Mayor of Quinborough. ZZ 
That ſcarce believes he has all, though he has tripp'd 
The true man naked, and left nothing on him 
Bur the hard cord that binds him : ſo are we 
Firſt robb'd, and then left bound by jealouſie. 


| Take reaſons advice,and you'l find it infpoſſible A 


For you to loſe me in this Kings adyancement 
Who's an Uſurper h2re, and as the Kingdom 
So ſhall he have my love by uſurpation, 

The right ſhall be in thee ill ; my aſcenſion 
To dignity is þut to waft thee higher, 

And all Uſurpers have the falling-fickneſs, 
They cannot keep up long, 

Hor, May creduloiis man 
Put all his confidence in ſo weak a Bottont 
And make a ſaying Voyage ? 

Rox, Nay as gainful 
As ever man yet made. 

Hor. Go, take thy fortunes, | 
Aſpire with my conſent, ſo thy ambition will be ſure to proſper, 
Speak the fair certainties of Britains Quzen 
Home to thy wiſhes. 

Rox, Speak in hope I may 
But not in certainty, 

Hor. 1 fay in both, 
Hope and be ſure Fle ſoon remoye the Lett that ſtands 
Between thee and thy Glory. 

Rox, Life of Love ! 
If loſt Virginity can win ſuch a day 


' le have no daughter bur ſhall learn o way. _— 


Hor, *Twill bz good work for him that firſt infiru&s them, 
May be ſome Son of mine, got by this woman too, 
May match with their own Siſters. Peace,'cis he, Enter 
Invention fail me not, *cis a gallant credic Vorrige:. 
To marry ones Whore bravely. 

Vor, Have I power 
Of life and death, and cannot command eaſe 
In my own bloud ? After I was a King 
I thought I neyer ſhould haye felt pain more, 


Thar 


32 The Mayor of Quinborough. 


Thar there had been a ceaſing of all paſſions 

And common ſtings, which SubjeRs uſe to feel, 
Thar were created With a patience fic 

For all extremities : Bur ſuch as we 

Know nor che way co ſuffer, then to do ic 

How moſt prepoſt*rous 'cis ? tuſh, riddles,riddles. 
Ve break through crſtom,why ſhould not the mind, 
The nobler part rhat*s of us, be allow'd 

Change of affections, as our Bodies are 
Change of food and raywent ? Vle have it (0. 

All faſhions appear range at firſt produRtion, 
But this would be well followed : Oh Captain ! 

Hor. My LordI grieve for you,l ſcarce fetch breath 
Burt a {igh hangs at the end of it, bur this 
Is not the way, if youl'd give way to counſel. 

Por. St me right then, or I ſhall heavily curſe thee 
For lifting up my undertianding ro me 
To ſheyy that I was wrong ; Ignorance 1s ſafe, 

I chen ſlept happily ; If knowledge mend me not 
Thou haſt committed a molt cruel fin, 
To wake me into judgement and then leave me, 

Hgg. 1 will not leay? you, Sir, that were rudely done, 
Fir{t y'nave a flame too open and too violent, - 
Which like bloud-guilcineſs in an Offender 
Betrays him, when nought elſe can : out with it, Sir, 
Or ler ſome cunning coverture be made 
Before your practice enters, 'cwill ſpoil all elſe. 

Yor, Why, look you, Sir, I can be as calm as filence 
All che while muſick-plays, firike on, ſweet friend, 

As mild and merry as the heart of Innocence'; 
I prithee take my remper; has a Virgin 
A heat more modeſt > 

Hoy. He does well to ask me, | 
I could have told him once ; why here*s a government, 
There's nor a ſweeter amity in friendſhip 
Then in this League *rwixt you and health. 

bor, Then ſince 
Thou find®l me capable of happineſs 


Inſtru& 


The Mayor of Qutinborough. 
Inſtrukt m2 With the pra&ice. 7 
Hor, What will you fay, my Lord, 
If Ienſnare her in an aRion of luſt ? | 
Oh there were arc co the life, bur 'cis impoſſible,' 
I prithee flatter me no farther with ic ; 
Fye, ſo much ſin as goes to make up that | 
Will never prevail with her z why I'le tell you, Sir, 
She's ſo ſin-kiiling modeft, that if only 
To moye the queſtion were enough Adaltery 
To cauſe a ſeparation, there's no Gallant 
So braflie impudent durſt undertake 
The words that ſhall belong ro'c. 
Hor. Say you ſo, Sir? 
There's nortung made in the world, but has a way to'c, 
Though ſome be harder then the reſt to find, 
Yer one there is, that's certain ; andI think 
I have took the courſe to light on it. 
Yor. Oh 1 pray for'r. 
Hor. I heard you lately ſay(from whence,my Lord, 
My praRice receiv'dlife firſt) that your Queen 
Sull conſecrates her time to Contemplation, 
Takes ſolitary walks. - - 
Vor. Nay late andearly 


Commands her weak Guard from her, which are but - 


Women at ſtrongeſt, 

. Hor, Ilike all chis, my Lord, 
And now, Sir, you ſhall know what net is us'd 
In many places to catch:modeftwomen, : - | 
Such as will never yield by prayers or gifts - 
Now there be ſome will catch up men as falt, 
'Bur thoſe She-Fowlers nothing concetn us, | 
Their Birding is at Windows, ours abroad, . 


Where Ring-doves ſhould be caught, that's rattied wives, 


Or chait Maids, what the appetice:hes.a mind co, 
Yor. Make no pauſe then, 
Hor. The honeſt Gentlewoman, 
When nothing will prevail (T picy her now): 
Poor Soul, ſhe's entic'd forth-by. her on Sex 
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34 The Mayer of Quinborough. 
To be betray'd to man, who in ſome. Garden- houſg 
Oc remote walk, taking his lufiful time, 
Binds darkneſs on her eye-lids, ſurprt zes her, 
And having a Coach ready, turns her in, 
Hurrying h-r where he litt for the ſins {afety, 
Making a rape of honour Without words, 
And at the low ebb of h's luſt, perhaps | 
Some three days after, ſznds her coact'd again 
To the ſame place, and, which would o1ake molt mad, 
She's robb'd of all, yet knows not: where ſhe's robb'd, 
There's the dear precious miſcmuet. 
Por. Is this praRis'd ? : 
Hor. Too much, my Lord, to be ſo lurle know 
A Sprindge to catcha Maiden head after Sun-ſer, 
Clip ir, and ſend it home again tothe Ciry, 
There *will ne'ce be perceiv'd, EE, 
Vor. My raptures want exprefhon, bs 
I conceir enovgh to make me fortunate, and thee grear, Ext. 
Hor, I praiſe it then, my Lord,l knew *cwould take. Exit. 
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ACT. 3, SCENA 2. 


oO -_ 


_ Enter Caſtiza (with 4 Book) and two Ladies, 


( aft. MR live ſirange lives ! When I ſee ic not 
It erieves me leſs,you know hew to eaſe me then; 
If you but knew how well Iloy'd nach mal | 
You would beſtow i upon me without asking. 
1 Za. Faith,for my part,were-k no more for 
Ceremony then for Loye, 
You ſhould walk long enough without my attendance, 
And (o think all my Fellows,thouph they fay nothing ; _ . 
Books in womens hahds are as much agaipit the hair, meckfiks, - 


1 


> 
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As to ſee men ear ſtomachers, or night rayles ; 


* She that hasthe Green-ſickneſs and ſhould follow her counſel, | 


Would dye like an Aſs, and go tothe warms like a ſfallad ; 

Not I, ſolonse as ſuch a Creature as man is made, 

She is a fool that knows not what he is oood for. Excunt Ladies. 
Caſt. Though among lives eleRions, that of Virgin 

I did ſpeak nobleſt of ; yet it has pleas'd the King 

To ſend me a contented bleſſedneſs 


In that of marriage, which I ever doubted; Enter Vortiger 


I ſee the Kings afteRtion was a true one, and Horſus 
It laſts and holds out long,that's no mean yertus diſgwſed. 
In a commanding man, _ in great fear 
Ar fict I was enforc'd to venture on it. 
Yor. All's happy, clear and ſafe. 
Hor. The reſt comes gently on. 
Yor. Be ſure you ſeize on her full fight at firſt, 
For fear of my diſcovery. 
Hor. Now fortune, and I am ſped. 
Caſt. Treaſon, treaſon ! _ . 
Hor. Sitrah, how ſtand you ? przyent noiſe and clamour, 
Or death ſhall end thy Service. | | 
Yor. A ſure Cunning. 
Caſt. Oh reſcue, reſcue. 
Hor. Dead her voice, away, make ſpeed. 
Caſt. No help, no ſuccour ? 
Hor. Louder yer, extend | 
Your voice co the laſt rack, you ſhall haye leave now, 
Yeare far from any pity, | 
Caſt. What's my (in? 
Hor. Contempr of man, and he's a noble Creature, 
And takes it in ill part to be deſpis'd. 
Caſt, I never deſpis'd any. 
Hor: No? you hold us | 
Unworthy to be loy'd, what call you that ? 
Caſt. 1 have a Lord diſproyes you. 
Hor, Piſh, your Lord? LE; 
Y*are bound to love your Lord, that is no thanks to you ; | 
You ſhould loye thoſe you are not ryed co loye, 
| E 3 That's 
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That's the right tryal of a womans Charity: : 
Caſt. I know not what you are, nor What my fault 15, 
If ic be life you ſeek, what ere you be, 
Uſe no immodett words, and take it from me, 
You kill me more in talking finfully 
Then a&ing Cruelry ; be o far pitiful 
Toend me wirhout words. 
Hor. Long may you live, 
*Tis thz wiſh of a good SubjeR, *cis not life 
That Echirſt after, Loyalty forbid | 
I ſhould commit ſuch Treaſon;you miſtake me, 
I have no ſuch bloudy thovghr, only your love 
S.1all content me, | 
Caft, What ſaid. you, Sir ? 
Hor, Thus plainly, 
To firip my words as naked as my purpoſe, 
I muſt and will enjoy thee : gone already 2 
Look to her, bear her up, ſhe goes apace, 
I fear'd this (till, and therefore came provided, 
There*s that will fetch life from a dying ſpark 
And make it ſfred a Furnace, ſhe's well firaighr, 
Piſh, ler her go, (he Rands upon my knowledge, 
Or elſe ſhe counterfeits, I know the verrue, 
Caſt. Never did ſorrows in aflited woman 
Meer with ſuch cruelties,ſuch hard hearted ways 
Humane invention never found before. 
To call back life to live is hut ill taken | | 
By ſome departing Soul ; then to force mine back _ 
To an eternal a of death in luſt, 
What is it, but moſt execrable > 
Hor. So, ſo; 
But this 13 from my buſineſs, liſt co me, | 
Here you are now far from all hope of friendſhip, 
Saye what you make in me, ſcape me you cannot, 
Send your Soul thar affurance ; thar reſoly'd on; 
You knojy not who I am, nor ever ſhall, 
I need not fzar you then ; but give confenr, 
Then with the faickfulneſs of a true friend: - 


The Mayor of Quinborough. 37 
I'le open my felf ro you, fall your ſervant, 
As I do now'wr hope, proud of ſubmiſſion; - 
And ſeal the deed up witherernal ſecreſie, 
Not death ſhall pluck it from me, much leſs the Kings 
Authority or torture, | 
Por. I admire him. 
Caft. Oh, Sir, what e're you ate, I teacn my knee 
Thus to requite you, be content to take 
= Only my fight, as ranſom for my. honour, 
And where you have but mock*d my eyes wich darkneſs 
Pluck them quite out ; all outward lights of body 
Vie ſpare moſt willingly, hut take not from me 
That which muſt guide meto another.world, 
And leave me dark for ever, faſt without 
That curſed pleaſure which will make two ſouls 
Endure a famine everlaſtingly. 
Hor, This almoſt moves. | 
Yor. By chis light he'le be taken. | 
Hor. Te wreftle down all pity, what, will you conſent ? 
Caſt. 1'le never b2 ſo guilty. 
Hor. Farewell words then, 
You hear no more of me; but chus I ſeize you, 
Caſt. Ohif a power above be reverenc'd by thee, 
I bind thee by that name, by oO Votrr. ſratches 
And all the charms of honour, ber away. 
Hor, Ah ha, here's one cayght 
For an example, neyer was poor Lady . 
So mock'dinto falſe terrour, with what. a1 
She lyes with her own Lord ? now ſhe could it 
All into barrenneſs, and beguil her ſelf by ir: 
Conceit's a powerful thing, and is indeed 
Plac'd as a palate to taſte grief, or loye, 
And as that reliſhes ſo we approye :_ 
Hence comes it that our taſte is ſo beguil'd, : | 
Changing pure bloud for ſome that's _ 'd and oil 'd, Exeunt. 


Aens 
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ACT. 3, SCENA 3. 


Enter Hengilt. 


Heng. A Fair and fortunate Conſtellation reign'd 
When we ſer foot here, for from ts firſt gift 
(Which to a Kings unbounded eyes ſeem'd nothing) 
The Cempaſs of a Hide, I haye ere&ed | 
A {irong and ſpacions Caflle, yet conrain'd my ſelf 
 Wichin my limits, without check or cenſure. 
Thither, with all ct*obſeryance of a SubjeR, 
The livelieſt witneſs of a grateful mind, 
I purpoſe to trite him and his Qaeen 
And feaſt them nobly. . | 
Bar. WewJ.l enter, Sir, 
'Tis a ſtate buſineſs, of a rwelye moneth long, 
The chuſing ofa Mayor, 

Heng. 'What noiſe is thar ? 2 De 

Tay. Sir,yve muſt ſpeak with the good Earl of Kent, 
Though we were nzver brought up to keepadoor, |, 
We are as honeſt, Sir,as ſome'that do. : - - Emer @ Gentleman. 

Heng. Now, Sit, What*s rhe occaſion of their clamours ? 

Gen, Pleaſe you, tny Lord, a company of Towneſ-men, © 
Are bent againſt all denials and refiftance 
To have ſpeech wich your Lordſhip, and chat you 
Mutt end a difference, whichnone elſe can do, 

Heng. Why then therg's reaſon mm their violence, © 
Which I ne*ce look'd fot ;fitft let in'burone, Exit Gentleman, 
And'as we rehſh him the reſt come-on. © © | 
"Tis no ſafe wiſdom in a rifing man 
To flight off ſuch as cheſe, nay rather theſe 
Are tie foundations of a lofry work, 


The Mayar of 'Quinborangh.. © 39. 
We cannort build Wichourt them, and Rand ſure. ' - ' 
He that firſt aſcends to a Mountains top | | 
Muſt begin ar the foot. Now,Sir,who comes ? Enter Gent. 
Gen, They cannot yet agree, my Lord, of that 
They ſay *tis worſe now chan ic Was before, . 
For where the diff:zrence was but between WO, 
Upoa this coming firlt tare all at odds z _ 
One ſays he ſhall loſe hjs place in the Chrch by” Cy 
Another will not do his wife that wr 
And by their good wills they would all come fir. 
The ſtrife continues in malt hear, my Lord, \ 
Berween a Country Barber and a Taylour 
Of the ſame Town, and which your Lordſhip names 
[5 mg” by conſent that he ſhall enter; - 
eng, Here's no ſweet quoyl, I am-glad they are ſo reaſonable, 
Call in che Barber, if the Tale be long | 
He'le cut it ſhort I cruſt, that's all-the hope ; ; Enter Barber. 
Now, Sir, are you the Barber $- 
Bar, Oh moſt baxbarous / 
A CorreQor of enormiries'in hair, my Lord, _ 
A promooter of upper lips, or whas your Lordſhip, 
In the neatneſs of your Shratem, hall think fir to call me. 
Heng. Very good, I ſee you have this without book, 
But what's your buſineſs > 
Bar. Your Lordſhip comes tea very high point indeed, 
The bulineſs, Sir, lyes about the head, 
Heng. Trat's work for you;'| - 
Bar. No, my good Lord, there Wa Comporainn, 
A Body, a kind of Body, T 
Heng. The Barber is out at che Body,ler i in the Taylour; 5 
| This *cis to reach beyond your, own profeſſion, 
| When you let go your head, you boſe; your memory : 
: You have no buſineſs with:the Body, - - -. 
Bar. Yes, Sir, 
I am a Barber-Chirurgeon, I haye had ſomething todo mich it 
In my time,my Lord,and I was never fo out of the 
AsI have been of late, ſgpd.me good ny I'le marry ſome whore 
Tm Ple get in again, 


Ke Heng, 
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Heng. Now, Sir, a Lyon diſcoyery come from you. 


"1 will rip up the Linings to your Lordſhip 
And uae wha © Aulf*c *cis made of ; for the Body ; 
Or Corporation— 


Heng. There the Barber left indeed. 
Tay. *Tis piec'd up of two faſhions, 
Heng. Apatcht Town the whileſ. 
Tay. Nor can we go through Ritch, my noble Lord, 
The choler is ſogreat in the one party. 
And as in linſey-woolſey wove together, 
One piece makes ſeyeral ſuirs, ſo, upright Earl, 
Our linſey-woolſey hearts make all his  coyl. | 
Heng. What's all this now ? Iam ne're the wiſer yer,call in the 
Now, Sirs, what are you ? (teſt: 
Glo. Sir, reverence on your Lordſhip, 
I am a Glover. 
Heng. What needs that then ? 
Glo. Sometimes I deal in dogs leather, Sir, reverence the while, 
Heng. Well, to the purpoſe, if there be any towards. 
Glo, I were an Aſs elſe, ſaying your Lordſhips preſence ; 
We have a Body, but our Town wanrs a hand, 

A hand of Juſtice, a worſhipful Maſter Mayor: 

Heng. This i; well handled'yet, a man may rake ſome hold 
- Onir. You want a Mayor? 

Glo. Right, bur there's rwo at fiſty cuffs about ic,Sir;as I may ſay 
Ar dagoers drawing,bur that I cagnor ſay,becauſe they | have none 3 
And you being Earl of Kext, oug Town does ſay 
Your Lordſhipsvoiceſhall-partand endrhe fray: { 


Heng, Thus is firange work for me, well Sir, wha be they q 
Glo. Theone is a/Fanner. :-- -:-- 


Herg. Fye, I ſhallberoo arti, OE LISA 

I owe coo much affeRion'to thar Trade * ; OS, 11 2 

To put ic to my yoice ; What is his'name ” en AO. 
Glo. Symon. . | . e's OOO. 
Hewg, How Symon too ? - 00 ES 
Glo. Nay *cis but Symon one, .Sir, eq 

The very ſame: Symor that ſold your Lonihi a Hide. EVE 224 
pag. What ſayeſt thou 2? 5 HG 
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Glo. That's all his glory, Sir, he got his Maſters 
Widow by ir preſently, a rich Tanners wife,ſhe has ſ-t him up, 
He was her Fore-man a long time in her other husbands days. 
Heng. Now let me periſh in my firſt aſpiring 
If the pratty _—_— of his fortune 
Do nor molt highly cake me, *cis a preſage, methinks, 
Of bright ſucceeding happineſs to mine 
When my Fates Gloworm caſts forth ſuch a ſhine. 
And whatare thoſe that do contend with him ? 
Tay. Marry, my neble Lord, a Fuſtian Weaver. 
Heng. How, he offer 
— Tocompare with Symor ! he a fit match for him !' . 
Bar. Hark;hirk,my Lordhere chey come both in a pelcing chafe 
From the Town-houſe. | 
Sym, How, before me ? I ſcorn thee, 
Thou watcle-fac'd iing'd Pig. 
Oliver. Pig ? I dehie thee, 
My Uncle was a Jew, and ſcorn'd the motion. 
Sym. 1 lit nor brook thy yaunts, compare with me ? 
Thou Spindle of Concupiſcence, *cis well known 
Thy firkt wife was a Flax-wench, 
Ol. B.it ſuch a Flax-wench | 
Would I might never want at my need,nor any friend of mine, 
My Neighbours knew her,thy wife was but a hempen halter to her, 
Sym. Uſe better words,]'le hang thee in my year elſe, | 
Lec who will chuſe thee afrerwards. 
Glo. Peace for ſhame, 
Quench your great ſpirit, do nor you ſee his Lordſhip ? 
| Heng. What, Maſter Symondes ? | 
Sym. Symo des ? g 
What a fair name hath he made of Symor ! 
Then he's an Aſs charccalls me Symos again, 
I am quite our. of loye with it, 
Heng. Give me thy hand, 
I love thy fortunes, andlike a man'that thrives. 
Sym. I took a widow, my Lord, 
To 4 the beſt piece of ground co thrive on, 
And by my faith, my Lord, there's a young Symonides, "S 
= F | 
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Like a green Onyon, peeping up already. 
Heng. Tirhalla good lucky hand. 


Sym. 1 have ſomewhat, Sir. : 

Heng. But why to me is this eſeRtion offer'd ? 
The chuting of a Mayot goes by molt yoices, 

$ym, True,Sir,but moſt of our Towynſ-men are ſo hoatſe 
With drinking,there's not a good voice among thzm a'l. 

Heng. Are you content to pur it to all theſe rhen ? 

To whom I liberally rehgn my Intereſt 
To prevent cenſures. 

Sym. 1 ſpeak firſt, my Lord. 
| __ 01. Though I ſpeaklaft, my Lord, I am not leaſt, 

If they will caſt away a Town-born Child, they may, 

Ic is bur dying ſome forry years before my time. 

Heng. I leave you to your choice awhile. - . Ex. 

All. Your good Lordſhip. 

Sym. Look you Neighbours,before you be too haſty,ler Oliver 
The Puliian-Weaver, Rand as fair as 1 do, and the Devil 
Do him good on*c. | 

O/. 1 do, thou upſtart Callymoocher, I do, 

*Tis well known to the Pariſh I haye been cwice Ale-Cunner, 
Thou muſhrom, that ſhot'it up in a night, 
By lying with thy Miſtreſs. 
Sym. Faith thou art ſuch a ſpiny Baldrib, 
All the Miſtrefſes in the Town will never get thee up. 
Ol. 1 ſcorn to riſe by a woman, as thou didfſt, 
My Wife ſhall riſe by me. | 
Glo. I pray kave your Communication, 
We can do nothing ele. 

O/. 1 gay? that Barber a Fuſtian-Sutr, Ob 
And cewice redeem'd his Citretn, he may remember me, 

Sym. I fear no falſe meaſure bur in that Taylor, 

The Gloyer and the Button-maker are both cockeſure ; 
That Colli:rs eye I like not : 
Now they conſulr, the matrer 18 in pam. 
Poor Gill wy wife lyes longing for the news, 
Twill make her'a glad Mother, | 
All, A Symon, a Symon, . 
$1101, 


Ns 
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Sym, Good people I thauk you all. 
O71. Wretch that I am, 
Tanner, thou haſt curried favour, 
$yw. I curry, I defie thy Fuſtian fume. 
O/, But I will prove a Rebel all chy year 
And raiſe up the ſeven deadly fins again(t thee. Extt, 
Sym. The deadly fins will ſcorn to riſe by thee, 
If they have any breeding, WL 
As commonly they are well brought up, *cis not for every ſcab 
To be acquainted with them ; bur leaving the ſcab,to you good 
Neighbours now I bend my ſpeech. Firſtzto ſay mote then a man 
Can ſay, I hold it not fir to be ſpoken ; bur to ſay what a man 
Ought co ſay, there I leave you alſo. 1 muſt confeſs your loves 
Have choſen a weak and unlearned man ; that I can neither write 
Nor read you all can wirneſs;yet not altogether ſo unlearned,but I 
Can ſet my mark to a Bond,if I would be ſo ſimple ; an excellent 
Token of Government. Cheer you then,my hearcs,you hawe'done 
You know not what, there's a full point, There you muſt all 
Cough and hem. Here they all cough and hens; 
Now couching our common adverſary the Fuſtian- Weaver, 
Who chreacens he will raiſe the deadly fins among us, 
Let them come, our Town is big enough co hold them, 
We will nor ſo much diſgrace it ; beſides you know 
A deadly fin will lye ina narrow hole ; bur when they think 
Themſelves ſafeſt, and the web of their iniquity b-ft woven, 
With the horſe-ſirength of my Juſtice I will break through che 
Loom of their concupiſcence, and make the Weaver go ſeek his 
Shuttle. Here you may cough and hem again, if you'l dome the 
Favour. They cough and bem ag ain. 
Why I thank you all, and it ſhall not go unrewarged. 
Noyy for the c _— ns, Pride,Sloth,Envy,Wrath ; as for 
Coverouſneſs.and Glutrony,T'le tell you more when I come 
Our. of my Office ; I ſhall have time co try what they are, 
I will prove them ſoundly,andif I find Glutrony and Coverouſneſs 
To be dire&iy fins,I'le bury rhe one in the botrom of a Cheſt, 
And che other inthe end of my Garden, But Sirs, for Leachery, 
Ple tickle that home my ſelf, I'le not leave a Whore in the Town. 
Bar: Some of your I_—_ muſt ſeek their. © | 
3 2 
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Wives in the Country then. | 
Sym. Barber, be filenr, 1 will : . 

Cut thy Comb elie, To conclude, Iwill learn the villany of 

All Trades, my own I know already ; if there be any knayery 

In the Baker, 1 will boulc it our ; if in the Brewer,I will caſte him 

Throwghly, and piſs out his iniquity at his own ſuck-hofe : 

In a word, I will knock down all enormities like a-Butcher, 

And ſend the Hide to wy fellow Tanners. - | 
All. A Symonides,a true Symonides indeed. Enter Hengiſt 
Heng. How now, how goes your choice ? and Roxena, 
Tay. This is he, my Lord. | 
Sym. To prove Iam the man, I am bold to take 

The upper hand of your Lordſhip : 

I'le nor loſe an inch of my honour. 

Heng. Hold Sirs, there's ſome few Crowns to mend your feaſt, 

Becauſe I like your choice. 

Bar, Joy bleſs you, Sir, 

W-'le drink your health wich Trumpets. 
$ym, Iwith Sack-butts, 

Thus the more ſolemn drinking for my ſtate; 

No malt tvis year ſhall fume into my pate. Exit cum ſuis. 
Heng. Continue ftill that favour in his loye, | 
Rox, Nay wich encreaſe,my Lord,the flame grows greater, 

Though he has learn'd a b:tter att of late 

Fo ſer a skreen before \r. | Emer Vortiger 
Heng. Speak lower. ad Horius, 
Her, Heard every word, my Lord. 

Ver: Plainly ? 
Hor, Diſtinaly ; 

The courſe I rook was dangerous, but not failing, 

For I convey*d my ſelf bzhind the Hangings 

Eveh juſt before his entrance. | 
Por. *I'was well ventur'd. | 

Hor. LT hadſuch a womans firſt and ſecond longing in me 

* To hear her how ſhe would bear her mock'd abuſe 

After ſhe was return'd to privacy, 

Icould have faſted out an Ember=veek, 

And n.yzr thought of hunger, to hays heard her;. 


Ther 
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The Mayor of Quinborough. 
Then came your holy Lupe and German. 
Yor. Two holy Confeſſors. 
Hor. At whole firſt Gght 
I could perceive her fall upon her breaſt 
And cruelly affli& her ſelf with ſorrow 5 
- Inever heard a ſigh cill I heard hers, 
Who after her.Confeſſion pityipg her, - 
Put her into a Way cf patience,  . 
Which now ſhe holds, to keep it hid from you, 
There's all the pleaſure that 1 took in'c now, . 
When I heard that my pains was well remembred. 
So wit. applying comforts and relief, _ 
They have brought ic lower, to an.caſie grief. 
Bur yer the taſte is not quite gone. 
Vor, Still fortune | 
Sits betrering our Inyzntions. * Enter Caſtiza.. 
Hor. Here ſhe comes, - | | 
Caft. Yonder's my Lord, -oh I'le return again, 
Methinks I ſhould not dare to look on him. 
Hor, She's gone again; 
Por. It works the kindlier, Sir. 
Go now and call her back, ſhe winds her ſelf. 
Into the ſnare ſo pretcily, *cis a pleaſure 
To ſer coils for her. 
Caſt, He may.read my ſhame 
Now in my bluſh. 
Yor. Come y'are ſo link'd to holineſs, 
So ta'ne Wich contemplative defires, + 
That the world has you, yetenjoys you not ; 
You haye been weeping too... 
( aft. Nat I, my Loxd. | _— 
Yor.. Truſt me I fear you have, y*are much to blame 
To yield ſo much to paſſion withour cauſe. 
Is not ſome time enough for meditation ? 
Mult 1 lay title to your health and beauty, 
And draw th:m into times conſumption too ? 
*Tis too exaRing for a holy faculty. 
My Lord of Kent ? 1 hero wake him, Captain, 
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"He reads himſelf aſleep ſure, | 
Hor, My Lord? 
Yor. Nay, 
I'le take away your Book and beſtow'c here. 
Heng. Your pardon, Sir. gn ID 
Por. Lady, you that delight in Virgins ſtories, 
And all chaſt works, here*s excellent reading for you ; 
Make of that Book as made men do of favours, 
Which they grow fick co part from, And how, my Lord, 
You that have ſo conceiredly gone beyond me, 
And made ſo large uſe of a {lender gift, 
Which we ne'ce minded ; I commend your thrifc. 
And that your Building may toa'l Ages 
Carry the ſtamp and impreſs of your Wit, 
- Ir ſhall be call'd Thog-Caſtle. 
Heng. How ? my Lord, | 
Thong-Caſtle | there your Grace quitts me kindly. 
Por. "Tis fir Art ſhould be known by ics righe name, 
You that can ſpread my gift, 1'le _=_ your fame. 
Heng. I thank your Grace for that, 
— Por. And loved Lord, 
So well we do accept your Invitation, 
With all ſpeed we'le ſer forwards. 
Heng. Your Honour loyes me, Exit, 
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Enter Symon awd al his Brethrev, « Mace and Sword before 
him, mecting Voruger, Caſtiza, Heagiſt , Roxena, 
Horſus, two Ladies, 


Sym. T3 1, the Mayor of Owinborowgh by name, 
With all my Brethren, ſaving one that's lame, 

Are come as falt as fiery Mill-horſe gallops 
To greet thy Grace,thy Queen and her fair Trollops. 
For reaſon of our coming do not look, 
It muſt be done, I find it th? Town-book ; 
And yet not I my ſelf, I cannot read, | 
I keep a Clark to do thoſe jobbs for need. | 
And now expe a rare conceit before Thowg-Caſtle ſee thee ; 
Reach me the thing to give the King, the orher too prichee : 
Now here they be for Queen and thee,the gift all ieel & leather; 
Bur the conceit of mickle weight,and hete hey come together - 
To ſhew two Loyes muſt joyn in one, our Town preſents by me 
This gilded Scabberd to the Queen, this Dagger unto thee. 

Vor, Forbear your tedious and ridiculous duties, 
I hate them, as I do the roots of your 
Inconſtant Rabble, I have felt your firs, 
Sheath up your Bounties with your Iron wits, Exit cans ſocire. 

Sym, Look Sirs, is his back cum'd ? | 

All, Its, it is. 

Sym. Then bleſs the good Ear! of Kent, ſay 1, 
Ple haye this Dagger turn'd into a Pye, 
And eaten up for anger every bit on*t, - | 
And when this py ſhall be cut up by ſome rare cunning Pye-man, 
They ſhall full Iamencably ſing, Pur up thy Dagger Symer, Ex. 
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Eater Hengift, Horſws, yartiger, Devonſhire, Stafford, 
CaſtiFa, Roxena, Ladies, 


Heng. A Welcome (mighty Lord) may appear coftlier, 
More full of toil and ralk, ſhew and conceit, 
But one more (ior'd with thankful love and cruth 
I forbid all the ſons of men ro boaſt of, 
Vor. Why. there's a Fabrick that impheseternity, 
The building plain, but moſt ſubtancial ; 
Methinks it looks as If i i mock'd all rume, 
Saving that Maſter-piece of Conſummarion, 
The end of rime, which muſt conſume even ruine, 
And eat thac into Cinders, 
Heng. There's no braſs 
Would paſs your praiſe, my Lord, *cwould laſt Rgyond: it, 
And ſhame our durabie(t mettal. 
Vor. Horſus! 
Hor. My Lord! 
. Yor. This is thetime I havechoſen ; here: S a full meeting, 
And here will I diſgrace her. RI 
Hor. *Twill be ſharp, my Lod., 
For. Oh'cwill be beR. | 
Hor, Why h:re's the Earl her Father. | 
Yor: I and the Lord her Uncle, that's the Reyne of it 
Invited borh on purpoſe, co riſe ſick 
Full of ſhames lurfeit, 
" Hor, And that's ſhrewd b'er lady, 
Ic ever ſticks cloſe to the ribs of honour ; 
Great nien are never found men after it, 
Ic leaves ſome ache or other in their names ſtill, 
| Which 
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Which their poſterity feels at eyery weather. 

Yor. Mark bur the/leaſt preſentment of occaſion, 
As theſe times yield enough, and then mark me: 

Hor. My oblervanceis ail yours, you know't, my Lord ; 
Whar car<ful ways ſome take to abuſe themſelves ! 
Bur as there be Aflurers of mens Goods : 
*Gaink ſtorms or Pirates, Which gives Adventurers Courage, 
So ſuch there muſt be co make up mans thefr, 
O: there would be no woman Vencurer lefc. ' 
See, now they find their ſeats, what a falſe knot 
Of Amity he tyes about her Arm, 
Which rage mult parc ? in matriage *tis no wonder, 
Knots kmit with kiſſes oft are broke wirh thunder. 
Mulick >? then I have done, I always learn 
To give my betters place. 

Vor, Where's Captain Horſ ? 
Sit, ſit, we'le have a health anon to all good ſervices. 

Hor, Th:y are poor intheſe days, tht had rather haye the Carp 
Then th: health ; he hears me nor, | 
And moR great men are deaf on that (ide. 

Yor. My Lord of Kent, I chank you for this welcome, 
It came unthought of in che ſweereft Language 
That ever my ſoul reliſh'd. 
Heng. Yon are pleas'd, my Lord, 
To raile my happineſs for ſlight deſervings, 
To ſhe what powe:'s in Princes; not in us 
Ought worthy, *cis in you that makes as thus. 
I am chiefly ſad, my Lord, your Qreen's nor merry. 
Yor. So honour bleſs me,he has found the way 
To my erief ftrangely; Is there no delight ——— 
Caſt. My Lord, lwiſh not any, nor is*c needfal, 
I am as I was ever. 
Vor, That's not ſo, : 
Caf. How ? oh my fears ! | RA 
Vor. When ſhe writ Maid, my Lord, | 
You knew her oi herwiſe, 
Dewon, To ſpeak bur truth, 
I never knew her a great friend to mirth, 
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Go The Mayor of Quinborough. 


Nor taken much with any one delight, - 
Though there be many ſeemly and honourable 
To give content to Ladies without taxing, 
For. My Lord of Kext, this to thy fu'l deſerts, 
Which intimates thy higher flow to honour, 
Heng. Which, like a river, ſhall return in ſern16e 


| Tothe great Maſter-Fountain, 


Vor: Where*s your Lord ? 
I miſs'd hin not till now ; Lady, and yours ? 
No marvel then we were ſo our of the way 
Of all pleaſanc diſcourſe ; they are the keys 
Of humane Muſick, ſure at their Nativities 
Great Nature ſign'd a general Patent to them 
Totake up all the mirch in a whole Kingdome. 
What's their employment now ? 
I Lad. May it pleaſe your Grace, 
We never are ſo far acquainted wich them, 
Nothing we know but what they cannot keep, 
That's even the faſhion'of them all, my Lord. 
Yor. Ic ſeems y*have great thought intheir conſtancies, 
And they in yours, you dare fo truſt each other, ; 
2 Lad. Hope well we do, my Lord, we have reaſon for it, 
Becanſe they fay brown men are honeſteſt, 
Bnt ſhe's a fool will (wear for any colour. 
Yor. They would for yours. 
2 Lad. Truth *ris a doubtful queſtion, 
And 1.d bz loth to put mine ro*r my Lord: ; : 
Dor. F.\ch dare you ſear for-your ſelves?rhat's a plain queſtion, 
2 Lad. My Lord? 
Yor. You cannot deny that with honour, 
And ſince *cis urg'g, I'te put you tot in troth, 
1 Lad, May it pleaſe your Grace ? 
Yor, 'Twould pleaſe me very well, 
And here's a Book, mine never goes without one, 
She's an example to you all for purity ; 
Come ſiyear (I have ſworn you ſhall) that you ne're knew 
The will of any man, beſides your husbands. 
2 Lad, 1'le ſwear, my Lord, as far as my remembrance, Mi 
| or. 
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Yor. How ? your remembrance ! chat were ſtrange, 
1 Lad. Your Grace 


_ - Hearing our juſt excuſe, will not ſay ſo, 


Yor. Well, what's your juſt excuſe ? y*are ne*re wichour ſome. 
rt Lad. Iam often taken with a ſleep, my Lord, 
The loudeſt thunder cannot waken me, 
Not if a Cannons burchen be diſcharg'd 
Cloſe by my ear ; the more may be my wrong, 
There can be no infirmity,my Lord,more excuſable in any woman. 
2 Lad. And I am fo troubled with the Mother too, 
I have often call'd in help, I know not whom, 
Taree at once ave been too weak to keep me down. 
Por, 1 perceive there's no faſtening : well fare one then 
That never deceiyes faichs Anchor of her hold, 
Come at all ſeaſons. Here, be thou the Star 
To guide thoſe erring women, ſh2w the way 
Which I will make chem follow : why do'*(t Rarr, 
Draw back, and look ſo pale ?. 
Caſt, My Lord ? | 
Vor, Come hither, | | 
Nothing but take that Oath ; thou'lc take a thouſand, 
A thouſand / Nay a Million, or as many 
As there be Angels Regiſters of Oaths. 
Why look thee, over-fearful Chaſticy, 
(That finn't in nothing bur in coo much niceneſs) 
Fle begin firſt, and ſwear for thee my ſelf, 
I know thee a perfeQion ſo unſtain'd, 
So ſure, ſo abſolute, I will not panc on it, 
But catch cime greedily, By all thofe bleflings 
Thar blow eruch into fruitfulneſs, and thoſe curſes 


- Thar with their barren breaths blaſt perjury, 


Thou art as pure as SanRities beſt ſhrine 
From all mans mixture, ſaye what's lawful mine. 
Caſt, Oh Heaven forgive him, he has forſworn himſelf, 
Yor. Come, *cis but going now my way: 
Caſt, That's bad enough. 
Yor. Ihave clear'd all doubts you ſee, 
Caſt, Good my Lord ſpare me. 
> G2 Por, 
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362 The Mayor of Quinborough. 
Ver. How ? it grows later then fo, for modeſties ſake 
Make more ſpeed this way. | 
Caft. Pardon me, my Lord, 
I cannor. 
Yor. What ? 
Caf. I dare not. 
Por, Fail all confidence in thy weak kind for ever. 
Dewos. Here's a torm 
Able ro make all of our name inhumid, 
And raiſe them from their ſleeps of peace and fame 
To ſet th: honours of their blouds right here 
Hundred years after; a perpetual morion 
Has their true glory been from ſeed co ſeed, 
And cannot be choakt now with a poor grain 
Of duſt and earth, her Uncle and my ſelf 
Wild in this tempeR}, as ever ro>b'd mans peace, 
Will und-rtake yu lifes depriyatio 
She ſhall accept this oath, / 
Yor. You do but call me then 
Into a world of more deſpair and horrour ; 
Yet ſince ſo wilfully you ſtand engag'd 
In high ſcorn to be couch'd, with expedition 
PerfeR your undertakings with your fames, 
Or by the Iflues of abus'd belief 
Vle take the forfeit of Lives, Lands, and Honours, 
And make one ruine ſerve our joys and yours. 
Caſt. Why her2's a height of -miſeries never reach'd yet, 
I loſe my ſelf and others, 
Devon, You may ſee 
How much we lay in Ballance with your goodneſs, 
And had we more, it went ; for we preſume 
You cannot be religious and ſo yile. 
Caf. As to for[wear my ſelf,*cis truth, great Sir, 
The honour of your Bed hath been abus'd. 
Yor. Oh beyond patience ! 
C aſt. Bur give me heating, Sir, 
*Twas far from my conſent, I was ſurpriz'd 
By Villaines, and ſo raughe, 


”, 
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Por, Hear you that, Sis ? ri 
Oh cunning texture to incloſe Adultery, ! 
Mark but what ſubtile veil her ſin purs On, : 
R-ligion brings her to confeſſion firlt, 
Then lteps in Art to ſanRifie that lukt. 

'Tis likely you could be ſurpriz'd. 

Caſt. My Lord! 

Dor. Fiz hear no more, our Guard, ſeize o on thoſe Lacks 

Devon, We cannot periſh now too falt, make ſpeed 
To-ſwifc deſtruRion ; he breathes moſt accurſt 


' That lives ſo long to ſee his name dye firſt, 


Hor. Here's no dear villany ! 
Heng. Let him intreat, Sir, - 
That falls in ſaddeſt orief for. this event, 
bar a. Wo begins the fortune of this Building, my Lord. 
at if he ſhould cauſe,me co ſwear £00, Captain ? 
you! I I am asfar to ſeek in honeſty 
As the worſt here can be ; I ſhould be ſham?d too. 
Hor: Why, fool, they ſwear by that we worſhip not, 
So you way ſwear your heart our, and ne're hurt your ſelf, 
Rex. That was well thought on, I had quice loſt my ſelf ny 
. Yor, You ſhall prevail in noble ſuits, my Lord, 
But chis does ſhame the ſpeaker. 
Hor, Vle (tepin now, 
Though it ſhall be co no purpoſe ; good my Lord 
Think on your noble and moſt hopeful Iflue 
Lo:d Vortimer, the Prince... 
Vor. A Baſtard, Sir, | 
I would his life were in my fury now. 
C aft. That injury flirs my Soul to ſpeak the ruth 
Of his conception; here I take the Book, my Lord : 
By all the glorified rewards of Virtue 
Aad prepared puniſhments for conſents in ſin, 
A Quee-s hard ſorrow ne*re ſupplyed a Kingdom 
With Iſſue more legitimate then Yortimer, 
' Yor. This takes not out the ſtain of preſent ſhame, - 
Continuance crowns deſert, ſhe ne*re can go 
For perteR honeſt that's not always ſo; 
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64 The Mayor of Quinborongh. 
- Beſhrey thy hearc for urging this excuſe, 
Thebaſt juſtified her fomewhat, 
Hor. To ſmall purpoſe, | 
Yor. Among ſo many women not one here 
Dare ſwear a ſimple Chaſtity ! here's an Age : 
To propagate vertue in : ſince I have begun, - 
Vle ſhame you all rogether, and ſo leave you. 
My Lord of Kent ! | 
Heng. Your Highneſs ? 
Yor. That's your Daughter ? 
Heng. Yes 4 200d Lord. 
Yor. Thongh I am your Gueſt today, 
And ſhould be leſs auſtere ro you or yours, 
In chis caſe pardon me, I may not ſpare her. 
Heng. her own goodnefs friend her ; ſhe comes my Lord, 
Yor, The tender reputarion of a Maid | RE”, 
Makes your honour, or elſe. nothing can ; 
The oath you take is nor for eruth to man, - 
Bur to your own white foul, a mighty Task ; 
What dare you do in this ? 
Rox. My Lord, as much 
As Chaſtity can put a woman'to, Ds 
I ask no favour ; and approve the pep 
Of what my habit and my time profeſlet 
As likewiſe to require all courteous cenſure, 
Her? I take oath I am as free from man ' | 
As truth from falſhood, or ſanRicy from ftain. _ © © 
Yor. Oh thou treaſure that rayiſhes the poſſeſfor ! © 
I know not where to ſpeed ſo well again, | 
I'le keep tiee while I have thee; here's a Fountain m2 
To ſpring forch Princes, and the ſeeds of Kingdoms. (pledves, 
Away with that infe&ion of black honour,and thoſe her leprous - _ 
Here will we ſtore ſucceſſion with true peace, — FPrennall 
And of pure Virgins grace the poor increaſe.” bat Horfus, 
Hor, Ha ha, he's well previded now, here firuck my fortunes. 
With what an impudenc confid:nce ſhe (wore honeſt, 
Having th*advantage of the Oarh ! Prectons Whore, 
Met:inks I ſhould not hear from forcune hext "WW 
nder 
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Under an Earldom now ; ſhe cannot ſpend 
A night ſo idly, but to make a Lord C7 FO UEIE 

With eaſe methinks and play : rhe Eatl of Kent 

Is calm and ſmooth, like a deep dangerous warter ; 

He has ſome ſecrer way, I know his bloud, . 

The grave's nor greetier, nvr Hells Lord more proud. 

Something will hap ; for this aſtoniſhing choice 

Strikes pale the Kingdom, at Which I rezoyce. Exit. 


Duwb ſhow, Enter Lupus, Germanus, Deyonſhire, and Staf- 
ford, /eading Vortimer, and Crown bins : Votti- 
ver comes torhen in paſſion, they neglet® him Enter 
Roxena #n fury expreſſing diſcontent , then they 
lead out Vortimer ; Roxena gives two YVillaans 
gold to murther hin, they ſmear performance and 
go with hey: Vortiger offers ts run on his ſword, 
Horſts prevents him , and perſwades him ; the 
Lords bring in Vorcimer dead ; Vortiger mourns 
and ſubmits to them, they ſwear him, and Crown 
him, Then Emers Hengilt with Saxos,Vortiger 
draws,threatens expulſion, and then ſends a Parley, 
which Hengift ſeems to grant by laying down his 
weapons , [o all depart ſeverally, 


Enter Raymlphmu. 


Ray. Of Pagan bloud a Queen being choſe, 
Roxena hight, the Britains roſe 
For Yortrmer, and crown'd him King, 
Bur ſhe ſoon poyſon'd that freer Spring, 
Then unto Rule they did reſtore 
Vortiger, and him they ſwore - 
Againſt the Saxons ; they {conftrain'd) 
Bzgg*d Peace, Treaty, and obrain'd ; 
And now in numbers equally 
Upon the Plain neer Salibury, 
A peaceful meeting they decreen 
Like men of loye, no Weapon ſeen. * 
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But Heng:/?, that ambitious Lord, _\, _ -, % 
Full of guil, corrupts his word, | 

As the ſequel coo well proves ; | 

On that your eyes, on us your loves. | Ext. 


Emter Hengiſt with Saxons. 


Heng. If we let flip this opportuneful hour, - 
Take leave of fortune, certainty, or thought 
Ofever fixing ; we are looſe at root, 

And tie leaſt ftorm may rend us from the boſom 
Of this Lands hopes for eyer. But, dear Saxons, 
Faſten we now, and our unſhaken firmneſs 
Wilt endure afcer Ages, . 

Sax, We are reſolv'd, my Lord, 

Heng. Obſerye you not how Yortzger the King, 
Biſe in ſubmiſſion, threatned oug expulſion, 

His arm held up againſt us ? Is it nor tine 
To make our helt prevention ?. what ſhould check me ? 
He has perfe&ed that great work in our Daughter, 


And made her Queen, ſhe can aſcend no higher, 


Therefore be quick, diſpatch; here,every man 
Receive into the ſervice of .his. Vengeance 
An in(irument of Steel, which will unſeen 
Lurk I:ke a ſnake under theinnocent. ſhade 
Of a ſpred Summer-leaf, thete fly you on, 
Take hearc, th Commons love us, thoſe remoy'd 
That are the nerves, our greatneſs liands improv'd. . 
Sax, Give us the word, my Lord, and we are perfe&. 
Heng. That's cruezthe word, I loſe my elf. Newp your Sexes. 
It ſhall be thar. I 
Sax. Enough Sir, then we ſtrike, . . 
Heng. But th2 King's mine, take heed you touch him not. 
Sax. We ſhall not be at leafute, never tear it; | 
We ſhall have work enough of our own,my Lord. Exer Vortiger 
Heng. Calm looks but Rormy ſouls poſleſs you all, - and Britiſh 
Ver. We ſee you keep your words 1n all points firm,  - Lords. 
Heng. No longer may we boaſt of ſo. much breath - 


hs » 


Ay 
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As goes toa words making, then of care - 
In the preſerving of it, when *cis made. 
Yor. Y are ina vertuous way, my Lord of Kent, 
And ſince both ſides are mer like Sons of peace, 
All other arms laid by in ſigns of fayour 
If our conditions be embrac'd, 

Heng, They are: 

Yor. We'le uſe no other but theſe only here. 

Heng. Nempe your Sexes; 

Brit. Treaſon, treaſon ! 

Heyg. Follow it to the heart, my truſty Saxons, | 
It is your liberty, your wealth and honour. Soft, you are mine,m 

Yor. Take me not baſely,when all ſence & ſtrength (Lord. 
Li:s bound up in amazement art this treachery. 
What D2vil hath breath'd this everlaſting pare 
Of falſhood into thee ? 

Heng. Let ir ſuffice, | 
I have you, and will hold you Priſoner, 

As faſt as death holds your bz props in filence : 
We know the hard condicions of our peace, 
Slavery or diminution, which we hate 

Wich a joynt loathing : may all periſh chus | 
Thar ſeek to ſubjugare or lefſ:n us. 

Yor. Oh che ſirange nooks of guil or ſubtilty, 
When man ſo cunningly lyes hid from nan ! 
Who could expe& ſuch treaſon from thy breaſt, 
Such thunder from thy voice ? or takeſt thou pride 
To imicate the fair uncertainty 
Of a brighe day, that teemes a ſudden Rorm, 
When the world lzaſt expeRs one ? but of all 
I'le ne*re cruſt fair skie in a man again, 

There's the deceitful weather ; will you heap 
More guilt upon you, by detaining me, 

Like a Cup caken after a ſore ſurfeir 

Even in contempr.of health and heayen' together ? 
What ſzek you? | | 

Hewg, Ranſom for your Liberty 
As I ſhall like of, as you ne'ce obtain ic. 
| | H 
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8 The Mayor of Quinborough. 
- Yer, Here's a moſt headiong 9, ems ambition, 
Sow you the ſeeds of your aſpiring hopes. 
In bloud and treaſon, and muſt I pay-for them ? _ 
Heng. Have not 1 rais'd you to this heigyr of pride ? 
A work of my own merie, fince you enforce It. * 
Yor. There's even the general thanks of all Aſpirers, 
When they have a | a Kingdom can impart, - 
They write above it {till-their own deſert. 
Heng. 1 have writ mine true, my Lo:d. 
Vor. That's all their ſayings. 
Have not I rais*d thy-daughter to a Queen ? : 
Heng. You have thz harmony of your pleaſure for it, 
You Crown your-own defires, what's that-to me ? 
Yor. And what will Crown yours, Sit ? 
Heng. Faith things of reaſon, 
I demand Kerr. 
For. Why y*naye the Earldom of it, 
Heng. Te Kingdom of'c I mean, without controul, 
"In full poſſ-fſho 1, 
Yor. This is range. in you. 
Heng. It ſeems y*are not acquainted with my bloud 
To call this (irange. 
Vor. Never was King of Kent 
But who was general King. 
Heng. Ile be the firlt then, 
Every thing has beginning. 
Por. Noleſs Title ? 
Heng. Not if you hope for liberty, my Lord. : 
So dzat a happineſs would not be wroneg'd with ſhghting. 
Yor. Very well, take it, I refign it. 
Heng. Why I thank your Grace. 
Yor. Is your great thirſt yer ſatisfied ? 
Heng. Faith, my Lord, 
There's yet behind a pair of teeming Siſters, 
Norfolk, in1 Suffotk,, and I have done with you, 
Yor. Y have got a dangerous thirſt of late, my Lord, 
How ere you came by ir, 
Heng. Ic bchoves me then 
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The Mayer of Quinborough. 99 
For.my blouds healch to ſeek all means to quench it, 
For. Them too? + +: | 
Heng: There will nothing be abated, I aſſure you, 
Yor. You have me ar advancage, be whom fate 
Does captivate muſt yield co all ; rake them. 
Heng. And you your liberty and peace, my Lord, 
Wirch our belt love and wiſhes, Here's an hour : 4 
Begins us Saxons in wealth, fame, and power. Exit cum ſuis, 
Yor. Aretizſe the nobleſt fruirs and faireſt requitals 
From works of our own raiſing ? 
Methinks the murther of (' onſtantiog | 
Speaks to me in the voice of it, and the wrongs 
Of our late Queen, ſlipp'd both into one Organ. Enter Horſus. 
Ambicion, hell, my own undoing, luſt, 
Andall the brood of Plagues conſpire againſt me. 
I have not a friend left me. 
Hor. My Lord, he dyes : 
Thar ſays it buc your ſelf, were't that Thief-King 
That has ſo boldly ftoln his honours from you, 
A treaſon rhat wrings tears from honeſt Man-hood. 
Yor. So richam I now in thy love and pity 
I feel no loſs at all ; but we mult part, 
My Queen and Ito Cambria. 
Hor. My Lord, and I not nam'd, - 
That have yow?d-liſting ſervice ro my lives extreameſt nunute ? ' 
Yor. Is my fick fate bleſt with ſo pure a friend? 


Hor. My Lord, no ſpace of Eatch, nor breadth of Sea 
Shall divide me from you. 


Yor. Oh faithful treaſure / : 
All my loſt happineſs is made up in thee. __ Earn. 
Hoy. Vle follow you throughthe world, ro cuckold you, 
Thu's my way now ; every on- has his Toy 
While he lives h:re ; ſoine men delight in Building, 
A trick of Babel, which will ne*r- be left ; 
Some in conſuming what was rais'd with tolling, : 
Hengiſt in getting honour, I in ſpolling, Ex. 
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Enter Symon and his Brethren, Aminadad his Clerk, 
Sym, I: not that Rebel Ol:ver, that Traytor to my year, 
Prehended yet 2 | 7 | 
Am:. Not yer, ſo pleaſe your Wo: ſhip, 
Sym, Not yet lay'(t thou 2 how durſt thou ſay, nor yer, 
And ſee me preſent ? thou malaperr, that art good for nothing 
Bur co write and read. Is his Loom ſeiz*d upon ? 
Ami. Yes, if it like your Worſhip, and 16 yards of Fuſtian. 
$yws. Good, ler a yard be ſav'd ro mend me between the Legs, 
The reſt cut in pieces and given to the poor, | 
'Tis Heretick Fuſtian, and ſhould be burnt indeed, 
Bur being worn thred-bare the ſhame wil be as great, 
How think you Neighbours ? 
Glo, Greater methinks the longer it 18 wore, 
Where being once burnt it cat be burnc no more. | 
$ym. Tie wiſe and moſt ſenſeleſs. How now,Sirra, Emter a 
W har's he approaching here in duſty pumps ? Footman. 
Ami. A Foorman, Sir, to the great King of Kext. 
Sym. The King of Kent ? ſhake him by the hand for me, 
Th'arc welcome, Footman, loe, my'Deputy ſhakes thee, 
Come when my year is our, Vie doe'c my ſelf. 
If *rwere a Dog that-came from the King of Ker, 
I keep thoſe Officers would ſhake him, I trow. 
And what's the News with thee, thou well few'd Footman > 
Foot, The King my Maſter— 
S7m, Ha? 
Foot. With a few Saxons, 
Intends this night co make merry with you. 
S$ym, Merry with me ? I ſhouldbe ſorry elſe, fellow, 
| And 
þ » 
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And cake ir in ill par, ſo tell Kents King. _-,..__..,. 
-Why was I choſen, but that great men ſhould make., 
Merry with me ? there is a jeſt indeed; , - 
Tell him, I lookt fort'r, and me muchhe w 
If he forget Sym that cur,out his thongs. : 
Foot. I'le run wich your Worſhips anſwer. _ 
Sy. DIL BSD. 1.2; Go. | 
Thar fellow will be rolted avain(} ſupper, ,- 111 NONE 
He's hilf enough already, his Brows baſte hun, __ l 
The King of Kent ! the King of Kirſendome  * © 
Shall not be berrer welcome ; for you muſt imagine ndW, Neigh- 
This is the time when Kerr ſtands ont of Kirſendome, - (bours, 
For he char's King here now;was 'neyer kirſen'd,; 
This for your more Infifu&ion I choughe fir, 
That when you are dead you May teach your Children Wit, - 
Cerk! RO 2 NING FR 2 
Amzi. At youtsWorfhips elbow. | | 
wn. Lana... 3 
From the Hall co the Kitchip ro nigfic.. Give order that 1 2 Pigs be 
Roſted yellow ; 9 Geeſe, and-ſome'z Larks for piddling meat ; 
And twenty Woodcocks, I'lz bidall'my Neighbours ; 
Give charge the mutton come in all bloud-raw,rhar isInfidels meat, - 
The King of Keyt is a Pagan, andmut be ſgry'd (0. | 
And let thoſe Officers that ſeldom, or never go co Church | | 
Bring it in, *rwill be the beter taken," Run, ful come you hither 
Now, take all my Cuſhions down and thwack them ſoundly, 
After my Feaſt of Millers ; for their Butrocks | ! 
Have lefr a peck of flower in th:m, beat them carefully 
Over abolting hutch, there will be enough | **__ 
For a Pan-pudding, as your Dame will handle it. ,” 
Then pur freſh water into both the Bough-pots, |... 
And burn a lictle Juniper in the Hall-Chimney, © * 
Like a beaſt as I was, I piR out the fire laſt kinks, He. 
And never dreamt of the Kings coming, How now, 
WRT. iq... 
Ami. Pleaſe your Wotſhip here are ' _ | 
A certain Company of Playets, =p 
Syw, Ha, Players! 
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eAm:. Country Comedians, Intecluders, Sir, 
Deſire your Worſhips fayour FR 
And leave toenaR in the Town-Hall. 
Sym, In the Town-Hall ? 
'Tis ten to one I never grant them that ; 
' Calf chem before my Worſhip. _ Emer (heaters. 
If my houſe will not ſerve their turn,l would fain ſee 
The proudeſt he lend them a barn: | 
Now, Sirs, are you Comedians ?' | 
2 Cheat, Weare Sir, Comedians, Tragedians, 
Tragi-Comedians, Co:ni-Tragedians, Paſtoriſts, 
Humoriſts, Clowniſts, Satyriſts ; we have them Sir, 
From the hug to the ſmile, from the ſmile to the laogh, 
From the, laugh to the handkerchief. 
Sym, Yare very firong in the wriſt methinks ; 
And muſt all theſe good parts be caſt away 
Upon Pedlers, and Malt-men, ha ? * 
1 Cheat, For want of hetter-company,if it pleaſe your Worſhip, 
Sym. Whar think you of te my Maſters ? | 
Hun ; have you audacity enough 
| To play before ſo high a perſon as my ſelf ? will nat 
' My countenance daunt you ? for if you play before me 
I ſhall often look on you, 1 give you that warning before hand, 
' Take ic no6c ilf my Maſters, I ſhafl ugh ar. you, | 
And truly wheo 1 act lealt offended with you ; 
Ic is my humTiour, bur be nog you abaſh'd. 
1 Cheat, Sir, we have plaid before a Lord e*re now, 
Though we be Country ARors.. , 
Se. ALod Mig oe 
Thou'lr find it a harder thibg to pleaſe a Mayor. 
2 Cheat. We have a Play whetein we uſea horſe. 
Sym, Fellows, you uſe no horſe-play in my houſe, 
My rooms are riibb'd, keep ic for Hackney-men. 
1 Cheat. We'fte'nor offer it to yout Worſhip. 
Sym. Give me a Play without whetp R,.] ohatge you. 
2 Cheat. That's hard, without a C Neata or a Dtunkard > 
« Sym. Ohthoſe Beaſts are ofcen the beſt men ina Pariſh, 
And muſt nor be kept out, But which is your merrielt play ? R 
3 at 


The Mayor of Quinborough. .63 
That I would hearken afcer. | 
2 (heat, Your Worſhip ſhall hear 
Their names, and take your Choice. ES 
Sym. And thar's plain dealing. Come begin, Sir. 
2 Cheat. The. Whirligig, the Whibble, the Carwidgen. 
Sym. Hey day, what names are theſe ! 
2 Cheat, New names of late. 
The Wild- gooſe Chaſe, 
Sym, 1 underſtand thee now. 
2 Cheat. Gull upon Gull. 
Sym. Why this is ſomewhar yer. 
I ({ heat. Woodcock of our fide. 
Sym. Get thee furcher off then. 
2 Cheat, T. ec Cheater and th: Clown. 
Sym, Is that come up again ? 
That was a Play when I was Prentice firſt, 
2\Cheat. 1, bnt the Cheater has l:arn'd more cricks of late, 
And gulls the Clown with new additions, 
| Sym, Then is your Clown a Coxcomb, which is he ? 
1 Cheat. This is our Clown, Sir. 
Sym. Fye, fye, your Company - 
Muſt fall upon him and beat him, he's coo fair y*faith 
To make the people laugh: 
1 Cheat, Not as he may be dreſt, Sir. 
$ym. Faith dreſs him how you will, I'le give him char gift 
He will never look half ſcurvily enough, 
Oh the Clowns chat I have ſeen in. my time / - 
The very peeping our of one of them would have made 
A young heir laugh, though his Father lay a dying ; 
A man undone in Law the day before (the ſaddelt caſe that can be) 
Might for his 2* have burſt himſelf with laughing, 
And ended all his miſeries. Here was a merry world, my Maſters ! 
Some talk of things of State, of puling auf ; | 
Theres nothing in a Play co a Clown, 
If he have the grace to hut on it, thar's the thing indeed, 
The King ſhews well, bur he ſers off che King ; 
But not the King of Kexr, I mean nor ſo, 
The King is one, I mean, I do not know. 


64 The:Mayorof Quinbotough: 


2 Cheat. Your Worſhip ſpeaks with ſafety, like a rich man, 
And for your finding fault, our hopes are greater, :\ 
Neither with him the Clown, nor me the Cheater. Ex.Players. 

Sym. Away then,ſhifr, Clown, to thy motl:y Crupper, 

We'le ſee them firſt , rhe King ſhall after ſupper. 

Glo. I commend your Worſhips wiſdom in that, Mr. Mayor. 

Sym. Nay 'tis a point of Juſtice, if it be well examined, 

Not to offer the King worſe then I'le ſee my ſelf ; 

For a Play may be dangerous, I have known 

A Great man poyſoned in a Play. 

Glo. What have you, Mr. Mayor ? » 

Sym. Burt to what purpoſe many times I know nor. 

Felt, Methinks they ſhould deſtroy one another ſo, 

Sym. Oh no no, herhat's poyſoned is always made privy to it, 
Thar's one good order they have among them. What joyful th:oat 
Is that, Amzinadab ? What 1s the meaning of this cry ? A ſhout 

Ami; The Rebel is taken. within, 

Sym, Oliver the Puritan ? 

eAms. Oliver Puritan and Fuſtian-Weaver altogether. 

Sym. Fates I thank you for this vitorious day, 

Bonfires of peaſe-ſiraw burn, let the Bells ring. | 
Glo, There's two in mending,and you know they cannot. ' 
Sym. *Las the Tenor's broken, ring out the Treble, Olzwer 5s 

I am overcloy'd with joy;welcome thou Rebel: ' brought in. - 
Ol.. I ſcorn thy welcome, I. 

Sym. Art thou yer ſo (tout ? 

Wilt thou nor ſtoop for grace? then ger thee out. 

Ol:. I was nor born to ſtoop but tomy Loom, -: 

That ſeiz'd upon, my Rooping days are done ; 

In plainterms, if thou haſt any thing ro ſay'to me, 

Send m2 away quickly, this 1s no biding place, 

I'nnderftand there are Players in thy houle, | 

Diſpatch me;I charge thee,:in the name of all the Brethren, 
Sym. Nay now proud Rebel, I willmakethee liay, 

And to ti1y greater torment ſee a Play. -: 1”: 

Ol;. Oh Devil, I conjure thee by eAmferdam. 

Sym. Our word 1s paſt, Y | 
Jultice may wink a while; but ſee at laſt: ,. IN 
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The Play begins, hold, top him;Rop him, | | 
-©1;..Qh chart prophane trumper ! oh, oh.. | 
$ym. Set him down there I charge you Officers, 
Oi. Vle hide my ears and top my eyes. 
Sym, Down with his golls I charge you. 
Ol;, On tyranny, tyranny, revenge 1t tribulation ! 
For Rebels there are many -aths, but ſure the only way 
To execute a Puritan is ſeeing of a Play. 
Oh I ſhall (wound ! 
Sym. Which if thou doſt, to ſpite thee, h 
A Players Boy (hall bring thee Agua-vite. Enter 1 Cheater, 
Ol:. Oh Vie not (youndar all for*r, chough I dye. 
Sym. Peace, here's a Raſcal, li and edifie, «7 
1 Cheat, I ſay ſtill he's an Afs that cannot live by his wics. 
Sym. What a bold Raſcals this?he calls us all Afles at firlt daſh, 
Sure none of us live by our wits, unleſs it be O/rver the Puritan. 
O!. I ſcorn as much to live by my wits as the proudeſt of you all. 
Sym, Why then y'are an Aſs for company,ip hold your prating. 
2 Cheat. Fellow in arms, welcome, Enter ſecond 
The News, the News 2? | Cheater. 
Sym. Fellow in arms, quorh he ? | 
He may well call him fellow inarms. | - | 
I am ſuce eÞ*are both our at the * wok 
| 2 Cheat, Be lively, my hearc, be lively, the Booty is at hand, 
He's but a fool of a Yeonans eldeſt Son, | | 
He's ballinc'd on both (ides,Bully;he*s going to buy houſhole-Ruff 
Wirh one pocket, and to pay rent With che other. 
I Cheat. Andif rs be his laſt day, my Chuck, 
He ſhall forfeit his Leaſe, quoth the one pocket, 
 Audeat his meat m wooden Platters, quorh the other, _ - 
' Sym, Faith then he's nor ſo wiſe as he ought to be, to let 
Such Tatt. rdemallians get che upper hand of him. BueGiown: 
1 Cheat. He coves, 
\... 2 Cheat, 1, but ſnally toour comfort, with beak his hands.i in 


His pockers ; how is it poſſible to pick a Lock, when the Ke: 
Is on the inſide of the Door ? 


Sym. Oh neighbours here's the part now 
Thar carries away the Play, if che Clown miſcarry, 
E I 


a). 


Ly KL bl 


—— 
Farexe!l 


66 The Mayor of Qujnborough. 
Farewell my hopes for ever, the Play's ſpoil'd. ; 

Clo. Tixy ſay there is a fooliſh kind of thing call'd a Cheacer 
Ab: oad, that will gull any Yeomans Son of his putſe, " 
And laugh in his face like an Iriſhman. 

1 would fain meer with forme of theſe Creatures, | 

I am in as good ftzt2 to be gull'd now as'ever I was 19 my life, 
For I have twa Purſes at this time'/abour tme,and I would fain be 
Acquainted with that Raſcal thit would take one of them: now, 

Sym; Faith thou may*%it be acquainted with rwo o: three 
 Tharwill do their good wills-I warrant thee. ; 

t Cheat, That way's too plain, too eafie I am afrard, 

2 Cheat. Come; Sir, your moſt familiar Chears take beſt, 
They ſhew ljke natural thinss and lealtſuſfeRed, h 
Give mea round ſhilling quickly. 

1 Cheat, It will ferch 
But one of his hands neither, if it take, 

2 (hear. Thou art roo coyetous, ler's have one'our firſt, prithee, 
There's time-enough to ferch our thiother after. 

Fhou HeRt,” tis lawful currane money. ' They ray. 

1 Cheat. 1 ſay *cis Copper in ſome Countries, 

Clo, Here is a fray towards, 
But I will hold my hands, let who will part them. 

2 Cheat, Copper ? I defie thee,and now I ſhall difprove thee, 
Look you,hete's an honeſt Yeomens ſon of the Country, 

A man of Judgement. 

Clo. Pray you b: covered, Sir, | 
I have Eggs in my Cap, and cannot put it off. 

2 Cheas, Will you be tryed by him ? 

1 Cheat, I am content, Sir. | 

Sym. They look racher as if they would be tryed next Seffrons., 

1 Chent. Pray give your judgement of this prece of Cotn,Sir. 

Clo, Nay if ir be Coin you firive about, 

Let me ſee it, I love money. . | 
: ip Cheat, Look on t-well, Sir. They pick. 

2 ( heat. Let him do his wortt, Sir. bis pockgt. 

Clo. Y*had both need wear cut clothes, y*are ſo cholerick. 

2 Cheat. Nay rub it and ſpare nor, Sir. 

C/o, Now by this filver, Gentlemen, R 
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The Mayor of. Quinborough. 
It is good money, would I had a hundred of chem. 
' 2 Cheat. We hope well, Sir ; th'oth2r pocket 

And we are made men. Exeunt, 
Sym. Oh neighbours, I begin to be fick of this fool, 

To lee him thus couzen'd, I would make his cafe my own. 

Clo. Still would I meer with theſe things call'd Cheaters. 

Sym. A whoreſon Coxcomb, they haye mer with thee, 

I can no longer endure him with patience. 

Clo. Oh my rent, my whole years rent ! 

Sym: A murrain on you, | | 
This makes us Landlords fiay.ſo long for our money. 

Clo. The Cheaters have been hece. 

Sym. Aſcurvey hobby-hotſe, | | 
That could.not leave his monzy with me, having ſuch a Charge 
Abouc him ; a pox on thee for an Aſs, thou play a Clown ? 

I wil commic thee for off-ring ic ; Officers, away With him. _ 
Glo. What means your Worſhip 2 why you'l ſpoil the Play,Sir, 
Sym. B-fore the King of Kew ſhall be thus ſerv'd, 

Plz play the Clown my elf, away with him. 

Clo, With me ? if it pleaſe your Worſhip, 'cewas my part. 

Sym. But*cwas a fooliſh part as ever thou plaid'tt in thy life, 
Fiz make thee ſmoak for it, Ple teac thee ro underſtand 
To play a Clown, thou ſhale know, every man 

$ not born to it, away With him quickly, Exit Clown. 
He'le have the other Pocket pickt elſe, I hzard them fay ir 
With my ownears; ſee he's come in another diſguiſe 
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To cheat thee again. Enter ſecond (heater. 

2 Cheat. Piſh, whither goes he now ? 

Sym. Come on, Sir, lerus ſee what your He throws off 
Knaveſhip can do at me now, his Gown,diſ- 
You muſt not think you hayz a Clown in hand, covering his 
The fool I have committed toogfor playing the part. doublet with 

2 Cheat, What's here to-do ? a ſatten fore- 

Glo, Fie, good Sir come away, part and a 


Will your Worſhip baſe your ſelf ro play a Clown ? Canvas back, 
2 Cheat: I beſeech your Worſhip ler us-have out own Clown, 
I know not how to go forwards elie. 
Sym. Knave, play out thy part with me, 
I 2 
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Or Vle lay thee by th: heels all the days of thy life. 
Why how now, my Malters,who is zhat laugh*d art me ? 
Cannot a man of Worſhip play the Clown a little for his pleaſure 
Bur he mult be laugh'd at? do you know who I am ? 
Is the Kings Deputy of no better account among you ? 
Was I choien to be laugh'd at ? where's my Clerk ? 
Ami. Here, If it pieaſ2 your Worſhip, 
$722. Take a Note of ail thoſe | 
That lavgh at me, that when I have done I may commic them. 
Lt me ſee who date doir noi. And now to you once again 
Sir Cheater, look you, here are my purſe-ſtrings, I do dehe thee. 
2 Cheat. Good Sir, tempr.me nor, my part 1s ſo written 
That I ſhould cheat your Worſhip if you were my Father, 
Sym. I ſhould hive much joy to have ſuch a Raſcal ro my Son, 
2 Cheat. Therefore I beſeech your Worſhip pardon me,the part 
Has more Knavery in it then when your Worſhip ſaiy it at firtt, 
I aflure you you'l be deceiv'd in 1', Sir, the new Additions 
Will take any mans purſe in Kent or Kirſendome. 
Sym. If thou canlt take my purſe, Vle give it thee free'y, 
And do thy worli,I charge thee;as thowir anſwer tt, 
2 Cheat. 1 ſhail offend your Worſhip. 
Sym. Knave, do it quickly. 
2 Cheat. Say youſo2? then there's for you, and here ts for me: 
Sym. Oh bleſs me,Neighbours,l am in a Fogg, Throws meal 


A Cheaters Fogg, I can ſeeno body. _ in his face, 
Glo. Run, follow him, Officers. takes bus purſe, 
Sym. Away, let hum go, | & Ext. 


He will have all your purſes, if he come back, 
A pox on your new Addicions, they ſpoil all the plays 
'Thart ever they come in,the old way had no ſuch roguery init ; 
Calls you this a merry Comedy,wiien a mans eyes are pur out in'c? 
Brother Honey-luckle. 

Felr. What ſays your ſweer Worſhip. 

Sym. I make you Deputy to rule the Town till I cam ſee again, 
Which wili be within theſe nine days at farth:ft, 
Nothing grieves me nov, but that I hear O/zver the Rebel 
Laugh at me ; a pox on your Puritan face, this will make you in 
Loye with Plays as long as you live, 

We 
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We ſhall not keep you fromch2m now. 
Oi, In lincericy, | 
I was never berrer pleas'd at an exerciſe, Ha, ha, ha, 
Sym, Neighbours, what colour was the duſt 
The Raſcal threw in my face ? Gee 
Glo. *T'was meal, if it pleaſe your Worſhip, 
Sym. Meal? Iam glad of it, 
I'l> hang che Miller for ſelling it. 
Glo, Nay ten to one 
The Cheater never bought it, he ſtole ic certainly, 
Sym, Way then I'le hang the Cheater for Realing it, 
And the Miller for being our of the way when he did it, 
Felt: I but your Worſhip was in the fault your ſelf, 
You Þid him do his worſt. 
Sym, His worlt ? that's true, 
But the Raſcal hath done his beſt ; for 1 know not how a Villain 
Could pur out a mans eyes better, and leave them in his head, 
As he has done mine. | 
eAmi. Where 1s my Maſters Worſhip ? | 
Sym. How now Aminadad ? I hear thee though I ſee thee nor. 
Ami. Youare ſure couzened,Sir,they are all profeſſed Cheaters, 
They have toln two filver ſpoons, and the Clown took his heels 
With all celetiry ; they only take the name of Country-Comedians 
To abuſe ſimple people with a printed play or two, 
Which they bought at Canterbury for fix pence, 
And what 1s worſe, they ſpeak but | 
What they liR of ir, and fribble our the reſt, 
$7m. Here's no abuſe ro the Common- wealth, | 
If a man could ſee to look into it, ' Enter Hengilt, 
But mark the Cunning of theſe cheating ſlaves, 
Firſt they make Juſtice blind, then play the Knaves. 
Heng. Where's Mr. Mayor ? | | 
Glo. Od's precious Brother, the King of Kezt is newly alighted,;' 
Sym. The King of Kent ? where is he, 
That I ſhould liye to this day, _ 
And yet not liye to ſee to bid him welcome ? 
Heng. Where is Symonides, our friendly Hoſt ? 
Sym. Ah blind as one that had been fox'd a ſevenightr, 
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Heng. Why how now man ? | 

Sym. Faith praiſing a Clowns part for your Grace 
I have praRtis'd both my eyes our. | 

Heng. What need you praiſe that ? —_ 

Sym. A man is never too old to learn, your Grace will fay ſo, 
When you hear the j:R of it ; the truth is, my Lord, I meane 
To have been merry, and now it is my luck to weep 
Water and Oatmeal ; I ſhall ſee again at Supper, 

I make no doubt of ir. Emer a Gentleman. 
Heng. This is ſirang to me, Sirs, 
Gent. Arm arm, my Lord! 
Heng. What's that ? 
Gent, With ſwiftelt ſpeed, if ever you't behold 
The Queen your Daughrer aliye again. 
Heng. Roxena? | 
Gent, They are beſieged, Aureliny, 

Ambroſe, and his Brother #ther, 

With numbers infinite of Britiſh Forces, 

Bzſer their Caſtle, and they cannor ſcape ? 

Without your ſpeedy ſuccour. 
Heyg. For her ſafety Ple forget food and reſt : away, 
Sym. I hope your Worſhip will hear che jeſt e're you go. 
Heng. The jett ! cormenc me nor. 

Sym, 1'le follow you to Wales with a Dog and a Bell 
Burt I will cell it you, 

Heng. Unſcaſonable Folly ! — Exncunſus. 

Sym, 'Tis ſign of war When great men difagree ; 
Look to the Rebel well, till I can ſee, 
Andwhen my fight is recover'd, I will have 
Hiseyes pull'd our for a forenighr, 
Oli. My eyes ? hang thee, 
A deadly fin or two ſhall phuck them out firſt, 
Fhar is.my reſolution. Ha, ha, ha. | Exennt. 
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ACT. 5. SCENA be 


Enter Aurelius 4nd Uther with Soldiers, (Vortiger and 
Horſus above,) 


Hther. Y Lord, the Caftle is ſo fortified. 
eAqr, Let wild-fire ruine it, 
Thar his deſtrution may appeat to him 
In the figure of Heavens wrath at the laſt day, 
That Murtherer of our Brother, Hence away, 
Ile ſend my heart no peace till it be conſum'd. 
Uth. There he appears again, behold, my Lord. 
Aur. Oh that the zealous fire on my Souls Altar, 
To the high Birth of Virtue conſecrated, 
Would fir me with a lightning now co blaſt him, 
Even as I look upon nm. 
Hth. Good my Lord, 
Your anger is too noble and too precious 
To waſte it ſelf on guilc fo foul as his ; 
Let ruine work her will. 
Yor. Begirc all romd? 
Hor. All, all, my Lord, *tis folly co make doubt of it, 
You queliton things that horror long ago 
Reſoly'd us on. | 
or. Give me leave, Horſm, though— 
Hor, Do what you will, Sir, queſtion them again, 
Ile tell chem to you. 
For. Not ſo, Sir, 
I will not have chem told again: 
Hor, Ir reſts then, 
Vor. That's an ill word put in, when thy heart knows 
There is no reſt at all, bur corment making. = 
or. 
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Hor, True, my heart finds it ; that fits weeping bloud now 
Fot poor Ryxend's ſafery.. You'l confeſs, my Lord, / Wet 

y love to you has brought me to this danger ? FR 
I could have liv'd like Heng:ſt, King of Kent, 
London, York , Lincoln, and Wincheſter, '; 
Under the power of my Command, the portion 
' Of my moſt juſt deſert, enjoyed now 
By pettier,Deſervers. 
* Vor. Say you ſo,Sr, 
And you'l confeſs ? ſince you began Confeſſion 
(A thing I ſhould have died e're I had thought on) 
Y*have mari'd the faſhion of your afteRion utterly, 
In your own wicked counſel, there you paid me, 
You were bound in conſcience to love me after, 
You were bound to'c, as menin lonely, 
That vitiate Virgins, to give Dories to them ; 
My faith was pure before to a faithful woman, 
Hor. My Lord, my Counſel— 
Yor. Why I'le be judg'd by cheſe 
That knic death in their Brows, and hold me now 
Nor worth the acception of a flattery, 
Moſt of whoſe faces ſmil'd when I ſmil'd orce ; my Lords: 
UAth. Reply nor, Brother. 
Yor. Seeds of (corn, I mind you nor, | 
I ſpeak to them alone whoſe force makes yours a power, 
Which elſe were none. Shew me the main food of your hate, - 
Which cannot be tie Murther of ( onſtentizs | 
Thar crawls in your, Revenges; for your loves 
Were violent long lince that, : . 
1 Lo. And had been (till, | | 
If from that Pagan wound th*hadf(t kept:thee free, : 
Bur when thou fledd'(t from Heaven, we fled from thee. 
Yor. This was your Counſel now. 
Hor. Mine ? *twas the Counſel 4: OS 
Of your own luſt and bloud, your. appetite knows it, 
Yor. May thunder (trike me from theſe walls, my Lords, 
And leave me many Leagues off from your eyes, 
If this be not the man, whoſe Stygian Soul, | 
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Breath'd forth thar counſel to me, and ſole Ploteer 
Of all thoſe falſe injurious diſgraces 
That have abus'd the vercuous patience 
Ofour Religious Queen. 
Hor. A Devil in madneſs ! | 
Vor. Upon whoſe life, I ſwear, there Aicks no tain 
But What's moſt wrongful, and where now ſhe thinks 
A rape dwe\ls on her honour, only I 
Her Raviſher was, and his the Policy. 
Aur. Inbumane pra&ice ! 
Yor. Noy you know che truth, 
Will his death ſerve your fury ? 
Hor. My death? 
. Yor, Say, Will it do it ? 
. Hor. Say th:y ſhould ſay *cwould doe'c ? | | 
Yor. Why thenic muſt, . 
- Hor. Ie mult ? 
Por, It fhall, ſpeak but the word, ic ſhall be yielded up. 
Hor. Believe him not, he cannot do it. 
_ Cannot ? 
'Tis bur a falſe and baſe Infiation 
, For wr own life, and like his late ſubmiſſion. 
Yor. Oh ting to honoiity alive or dead chow goeſt - Srabs him, 
For that words rudeneſs only. 
1 Lo. See, lin nceds 
No other detiruRion then it breeds in its own boſom. 
Yor. Such another brings him. 
Hor. What, has thy vile rage ſtamp*d a wound upon me ? 
I';e ſend one to thy ſoul hall n:ver heal for't. © © 
Yor. How, to my ſoul ? 
Hor. It ſhall be thy maſter-rorment 
Both for the pain and the excrlaſtingneſs, 
Vor, Ha, ha, ha. 
Hor. Dot laugh ? ike leave of i ir, all eterniry 
Shall never ſze thee do ſo much agaig - 
Knoy ctifart a Cuckold, © 
Por, What! | 
Hor. You change too ſoon, Sit: . 
\ 4 K > KRoxenaz 
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Roxena, whom tH'haſt rais'd to thy own ruine, 
| She was my Whore in Germany. LE 
Yor, Burſt me openthe violznce of whirl-winds: 
Hor, Hear me out firſt, - 2 
For her embrace, which my fleſh yer fits warm in, 
I was thy friend and follower, | 
Yor. D:afen me, | 
Thou moſt imp-ricus noiſe that ſtarts the world ! 
Hor. And to ſerve both ourluſts I pra&is'd with thee 
Again(t thy vertuous Queen. 
Yor. Bane to all Corforts ! 2 
Hor. Whoſe faithful ſweerneſs,too precious for thy bloud, 
I made thee change for loves Hypoctiſie, 
Vor, Inſufferable Es ER. 
Hor. Only to make my way to pleaſure fearleſs, free & fluent. 
Yor. Hells Trump is 1n that throat, 
Hor. It ſhall ſound ſhriller, They ſtab each other, 
Yor, Vie damme it up with death firſt, Rox, emters zn fear. 
Rox. Oh for ſuccour ! 
Who's neer me ? help me, ſave me,the flame follows me, 
*Tis in the figure of young Yortiwer, the Prince, 
Whoſe life 1 rook by poyfon. | : 
Hor, Hold out breath and I ſhall 6nd thee quickly. 
# Yor. Ile tvg thy ſoul out here. 
Hor. Do Monſter: 
Rox. Vartiger ! 
Yor. Monſter ! 
Rox, My Lord! 
Yor. Toad, Pagan. 
Hor, Viper, Chriſtian. 
Rox. Oh hear me, 
Oh help me, my Love, my Lord, 'cis here, 
Horſus look up, if not to ſuccour me, 
To ſee me yer conſum'd ; oh what is love | 
When life 15 not regarded ? 
Yor. What firengech's 18fc Ve fix upon thy throat, Both ftab, 
Hor. I have ſome force yet. + Hor. falls. 
'Rgx. No Way to ſcape ? is this the end of glory ? 
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The Mayor of Quinborough. \ig 
Doubly beſec with enemies wrath and fire : 
It comes nearer, rivers andfountains fall, 
Ic ſucks away my breath, I cannot give 
A curſe td ſin,and hear't out while I live,Help,help. She falls, 
Yor. Burn, burp, now I can t.nd chee, 
Take cime with her in torment, call her-life 
A far off to thee, dry up her (irumper-bloud, 
And hard'y parch the skin, let one heat firangle her, 
Another fetch her co her ſenſe again, 
And the worſt pain be only her reviving, 
Follow her erernally ; oh myſtical Harlor, 
Thou haſt thy full due, whom luſt crown*d Queen before 
Flames crovn her now a moſt triumphant Whore. 
And that end crowns them all, | He falls. 
Amr. Qur peice is full, , 
In yon Uſurpers fall, nor have I known. 
A Judgement meet more fearfully. 
Here, take this Ring, deliver the good Queen; 
And thoſe grave pledges of her murthered honour, 
(Her worthy Father, and her noble Uncle.) 
How now ! the meaning of theſe ſounds ? Enter Hengiſt, 
Heng: The Conſumer has been here,ſhe's gone, Devon.Staf, 
In glowing Cinders now lye all my joys, (ſhe's loſt, & Soldiers, 
The headlong Fortune of my raſh Caprivity 
Strikes not ſo deep a wound into my hopes ' 
As thy dear loſs. 
Aur, Her Father and her Uncle! 
: Lo, They are indeed, my Lord, 
eAwr. Part of my wiſhes, 
What fortunate power has prevented me, 
Ande're my love came, brought them viRory ? % 
x Lo. My wonder ſticks in Heng:ft King of Kent, 
Devon. My Lord, to make that plaini which now I ſee 
Fix'd in aſtoniſhment ; the only nams 
Of your Return and Being brought ſuchgladneſs 
To this diſtra&ed Kingdom, that, to expreſs 
A.chankfulneſs to Heayen, it grew great 
In chatitable Actions, from which goodneſs 
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We taſte our liberty, whoſbden gd | 
Upon the Ipnocence of womans 
(A kindneſ$thateven threatned to undo us) 
And haying newly but enjoy'd the benefic 
And fruits of our enlargement, icwas our happineſs . 
Tointercept this Montes of Ambuion,  - ' 
Bred in theſe times of Uſurpation, 
The ranckneſs of whoſe Inſolence and Toeifon 
Grewtoſuch height, *rwas arm'd to bid-you Bartle, 
Whom, as our fames Pn on our knees 
We preſent Captive. 
Aur. Had it needed reaſon 
Yourichly came provided, Funderſiood - 
Nor your deſerts till now-; my honoured Lords, 
Is this chat German Saxon, whoſe leaſt chirſt 
Could no: be atisfied under a Province 2: 5 0 
Heng. Had but my fate dire&ed this bold arm 52: 
To thy lite, the whole Kingdome had beet mine, 
That was my hopes greataim; I have aithirſt 
Could never have been full quench'd under all, 
Ehewhole. mult doe'c or nothi- g. 
AwroAtrapgedctghs 1: 
And what alictle ground ſhall dexthrom each you 
To be content Withal 2+ 
Heng. Why ler it then, 
For "54 9m elſe c1n, y*have nam'd the only Way 
emy Ambirior, a full cure” 
For all my tadivg hopes and ickly fears ; 
'Nor ſhall it be leſs we'come to me now - 
Then a freſh acquifition would have been. 
Unio my new built Kingdoms ; Lite ro me, 7 
('Leſs ir be glozious)is a miſery;; V7 | $3 
_ Aur. Ther pleature we.will do you; 3. Lead: hinr cut {TS 
And wh:nwe have infliged -2rjuſt doom : * SETS 
Qn his uſurping bead; it ivitbbecome': oa 5 
Our pious care to [ee this Reaim ſecur'd' + A 13, PMOL 
From the Conyullions i ic _ lang ex > + | Exturt oviohes:” 
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